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FOUR SOVIET PLAYS 




YEGOR BULICHOV 
AND OTHERS 

A PLAY IN THREE ACTS 


Ey 

MAXIM GORKY 

Translated from the Russian by 
ANTHONY WIXLEY 



CHARACTERS 


YEGOR BULICHOV 
XENIA, his wife 

VARVARA, his daughter by Xenia 
ALEXANDRA, his illegitimate daughter 
MELANIA, an abbess, his wifc^s sister 
ZVONTSOV, Varvara’s husband 
'lYATiN, Zvontsov’s cousin 

MOKEI BASHKIN 
VASSILI DOSTIGAYEV 
ELIZAVETA, Dostigaycv’s wife 
ANTONINA I Dostigayev’s children 
ALEXEI I by his first wife 
T»AVLIN, a priest 
.V DOCTOR 
A TRUMPEl'ER 
ZOBIINOVA, a sorceress 
VROPOTTEi, a half-wit 
GLAPHIRA, a housemaid 
'PAXSSYA, Melania’s servant, a novice 
MOKROUssov, a policeman 
YAKOV LAPTEV, Bulichov’s godsOU 
DONA'i', a forester 



ACT ONE 


scene; The dimng^yoom oj a rich mer-- 
chant* s house. The furniture is heavy 
and cumbersome. Beside a broad couch 
upholstered in leather ^ a staircase ascends 
to the second floor. In the comer on the 
right is a large bay-window and a door 
leading into the garden. It is a bright 
wintry day. XENIA if seated cd the table 
washing some cups and saucers, gla- 
PHIRA is at the bay-window^ arranging 
flowefrs. ALEXANDRA (sHURA for short) 
comes ht. She is in a dressing-gown^ her 
stochkngless feet thrust into slippers. Her 
hair is uncombed^ uniidy and if redy tike 
YEGOR BULICHOV^S. 

XENIA: Oh, Shura, you do sleep. . . . 

SHURA; Stop hissing at me, it won’t help. Glasha — some 
coffee ! Where’s the newspaper? 

glaphira: I’ve taken it up to Varvara Yegorovna. 

SHURA; Bring it down, then. The devils, they only order one 
paper for the whole house, [glaphira exits.'] 

XENIA; Who’re you calling devils? 

SHURA: Is father at home? 

XENIA : No, he’s gone to see the wounded. Who do you mean 
by devils — the Zvontsovs? 



Act I 


YEGOR BULICHOV & OTHERS 


shura: Yes, of course. [At the tclefhone.'] Seventeen sixty- 
three. 

XENIA; Now, FU tell the Zvontsovs what names you call them! 
SHURA [over the telephone]: Csll Tonya to the ’phone, 
please 1 

XENIA : What will you come to, I wonder? 
shura: Is that you, Antonina? Shall we go skiing? No? 
Why? You’ve got to go to the theatre? Say you can’t go! 
Oh, you — ^illegitimate widow, you! — ^Well, all right, then. 
XENIA: How can you call the girl a widow? 
shura: Her fiance is dead, isn’t he? 
xenia: Still, she’s a maiden. 
shura: How do you know? 
xenia; Oh, you shameless creature! 

GLAPHIRA [serving coffee] : Varvara Yegorovna will bring 
the paper down herself. 

xe^ia: You know too much for your age. Take care — ^thc 
less you know, the better you’ll sleep. At your age I didn’t 
know anything. 

shura:* You don’t know so much even n6w. . . . 
xenia: Phew — ^there you are again! 

shura; Here comes my sfeter, marching solemnly down. 

Bon jour^ madame! Comment ga va? 

VARVARA: It’s eleven o’clock already and you’re not dressed 
and your hair’s not done. . . . 
shura: At it again! 

VARVARA: You get more and more impudent every day: 
you’re taking advantage of the fact that father spoils 
you . . . and that he’s sick. . . . 
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YEGOR BULICHOV & OTHERS Act I 

SHURA; Going to keep this up, for long? 

XENIA : What does she care about her father^s heal^thr 

VARVARA*. I shall have to tell him about your behaviour. . . . 

SHURA : Thanks in advance. Finished? 

VARVARA : You’re a fool! 

SHURA : Don’t you believe it. It’s not me that’s tlie fool. 

VARVARA: You carroty-haired idiot! 

SHURA : Varvara Yegorovna, you’re wasting your energy, I 
can tell you. 

XENIA : No use trying to teach her! 

SHURA: You’re getting very bad tempered. 

VARVARA: Oh, all right, all right, my dear! Mother, let’s go 
to the kitchen, the cook is going into tantrums. . . . 

XENIA: He’s not quite himself, his son’s been killed. 

vavara: Well, that’s no reason for him to go into tantrums. 
There are so many people being killed these days. . . . 

[They go out,'\ 

SHURA; How she’d squeal if her lovely Andrusha were to be 
bumped off 1 

gla:phira: What’s the sense in provoking them the way you 
do? Drink your coffee quick, I’ve got to tidy up here. 
[Goes outy carrying the samovar, shura sUs leaning hack 
in the chair, with her eyes closed and her hands clashed 
at the back of her tousled red head.'\ 

ZVONTSOV [coTnes downstairs softly in his slippers , steals up 
unnoticed and embraces her from behind\ : What were 
you dreaming of, ginger-haired goat? 

SHURA [without opening her eyes or stirringl : Don’t touch 
me. 
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zvoN'rsov: Why not? You like it, don’t you? Say yes. 
You like it? 

SHURA: No, 

ZVONTSOV: Why don’t you? 

SHURA: Drop it. You’re only pretending. You don’t like me. 

ZVONTSOV: But you want me to like you, don’t you? 

[ VARVARA off ears on the stdrs.] 

shura: If Varvara finds out. , . . 

ZVONTSOV: Sssh! [Moves away and sfeaks in a reft'oving 

tone.l M yes ^you ought to take yourself in hand. 

You must study. 

VARVARA: She prefers to be impertinent and blow soap-bubbles 
with Antonina. 

shura; Well, why shouldn’t I? I like blowing bubbles. You 
surely don’t grudge me a bit of soap, do you? 

VARVARA: I’m sorry for you, that’s all. I really don’t know 
how you’re going to live. You were practically expelled from 
high school. 

shura: It’s not true. 

VARVARA: Your girl friend is half-crazy. 

ZVONTSOV: She wants to study music. 

VARVARA: Who? 

ZVONTSOV: Shura. 

shura: It’s not true. I don’t want to study music at all. 

VARVARA: Where did you get that notion? 

ZVONTSOV: Didn’t you tell me, Shura, that you wanted to? 

shura [going out \ : No, I never said such a thing, 

ZVONTSOV: Hm . . . strange, I couldn’t have made it up 
myself, Varya, you’re too cross with her. . . , 
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VARVARA; And you’re too amiable. 

ZVONTSOV: What do you mean by ^‘too amiable?’’ You know 
what my plan is. 

VARVARA: A plan’s a plan, but it seems to me you’re a little 
too amiable. 

ZVONTSOV: What silly things get into your head. . . . 

VARVARA: Silly, are they? 

ZVONTSOV: Well, can’t you see it yourself: is this the moment 
for jealous scenes — ^in these grave times? 

VARVARA: Why did you come downstairs? 

ZVONTSOV: I? Here . . . there's an advertisement in the pa- 
per. And the forester’s come, he says the peasants have 
rounded up a bear. 

VARVARA: Donat is in the kitchen. What was the advertise- 
ment about? 

ZVONTSOV: This is the limit! How can you speak to me like 
this? What am I — a baby? Damn it all. . . . 

VARVARA: Now don’t get into a rage! I believe father’s 
come home. And look what a sight you are! [zvontsov 
hurries uf stairs, varvara goes out to meet her father. 
SHURA runs in to tele f hone. She now ivears a warm green 
woollen sweaUr and cap. bulichov, coming my intercepts 
her and crushes her to him in s'dcnce. father pavlin, 
wearing a rriauvn cassocky follows bulichov into the 
room.^ 

BtrLlCHOV down at the table with his arm around 

shura’s waist. She strokes his coppery hairy which is going 
grey] : So many people maimed and broken, it’s terrible to 
see them. . . . 
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FATHER PA vein; How are you, Shura — blooming, I seer Ex- 
cuse me for not greeting you as I came in. . . , 

SHURA: I should have done that, P'ather Pavlin, but father 
got hold of me and hugged me like a bear. . . . 

BULICHOV : Stop! Shurka, listen! What will those people do 
now? We had plenty of useless folk, as it was, before the 
war. We shouldn’t have got mixed up in .this war. . . . 

FATHER PAVLIN \^wiih a sigh\ : Reasons of high policy. . . . 

BULICHOV: The policy ended pretty badly when we fought 
the Japanese, too, and we disgraced ourselves before the 
whole world. 

FATHER pavlin: But then, war not only ruins, but also en- 
riches — both in experience and in. . . . 

BULICHOV: Some fight, while others loot. . . . 

FATHER pavlin: Nothing in the world can be accomplished 
without God’s will — and of what significance are our mur- 
murings? 

BULICHOV: Now, look here, Savelyev Pavlin, stop this 
preaching. . . . Shurka, were you going skiing? 

shura: Yes, I’m waiting for Antonina. 

BULICHOV: AU right. , . ! If you’re still here — I’ll call 
you in about five minutes, [shura runs out.] 

FATHER pavlin: How the maiden has grown. . . . 

BULICHOV: Yes, she’s got a comely body and she’s nimble, 
but her face is a bit of a failure. Her mother was ugly. As 
clever as the very devil, but ugly. 

FATHER pavlin; Alexandra Yegorovna’s face is . . . cr 
. - . original . . . and . . . not without its charms. 
Where was her mother from? 
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BULICHOV ; She was a Siberian. You say the highest author- 
ity comes from God and all the rest of it. Well, and 
what about the Duma? Where does that come from? 

FATHER pavlin: The Duma is . . . weU, it’s as you might 
say . . . the self-diminution of authority. . . . Many peo- 
ple even regard it as a fatal mistake, but it is not seemly for 
a servant of the Holy Church to judge of such matters. In- 
asmuch as upon the clergy of our day has been laid the re- 
sponsibility of kindling the flame of a courageous spirit . . . 
and enhancing love for the throne and the fatherland. . . . 

BULiCHOv: You kindle the flame and .then it fizzles out! 

FATHER pavlin: As you are aware, I have persuaded the 
elder of the temple of God wherein I serve to enlarge the 
choir, and I have also asked General Bethling to make a 
contribution towards a bell for the new church being built 
to the glory of your patron saint, the Blessed Yegor. . . . 

BULICHOV: He didn’t give you an}'thing towards the bell,, 
did he? • 

FATHER pavlin: No, he refused and even made a disagree- 
able joke : “I can’t stand brass,” he said, “even in the regi- 
mental band.” Now how would it be if you subscribed 
something towards the bell, in view of your indisposition? 

BULICHOV [rising] : Diseases can’t be cured by bell-ringing. 

FATHER pavlin: Who can tell? The causes of illness are not 
known to science. In some sanatoria abroad cures are ef- 
fected by music, so I’ve heard. And we have a fireman — he 
plays a trumpet to sick people, too. . . . 

BULICHOV [chuckling]: What kind of a trumpet? 

FATHER pavlin: A brass one. Quite a large one, they say. 
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Act I YEGOR BULICHOV & OTHERS 

BULICHOV: Well, of course, if it’s a large one . . . does it 
cure people? 

FATHER PA vein: Very well, I believe. Everything’s possible, 
my dear Yegor Vassilyevich! Everything’s possible! We 
dwell among mysteries, in the darkness of countless, in- 
scrutable mysteries. It seems to us that it is light, and this 
same light proceeds from our reason, but only to our phys- 
ical sight is it light, our spirit may, perhaps, be even dark- 
ened by our reason, if not entirely extinguished. 

BULICHOV \_sighing'\ : Aye, what a lot of words you 
know. . . . 

FATHER PAVLIN [wtth increasing animiitton\ : Take, for in- 
stance, the blessed Prokopii; in what joy liveth this man, 
called by the ignorant — z, fool. 

BULICHOV: Ah, you’re at it again — at your preaching! 
Good-bye, then. I’m tired. 

FATHER PAVLIN : I wish you good health. Your prayer 
book. . . . [Goes outJ\ 

BULICHOV [feeling his right side, goes' over to the couch ^ 
grumbUng^ : The swine. . . fattened on the body . . . 
and blood of Christ. Glaphira! Heh! 

[Enter varvara.] 

VARVARA: What is it? 

BULICHOV: Nothing. I was just calling Glaphira. Oh, my, 
don’t you look smart! Where are you going? 

varvara; To a benefit for the convalescent soldiers. 

BULICHOV: And glasses on your nose? T don’t believe your 
eyes need them, you only wear them to be fashionable. 
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VARVARA: You ought to talk to Alexandra, father, her be- 
haviour is abominable. She’s becoming really unbearable. 
lExtt VARVARA.] 

BULICHOV: You’re a fine lot, all of you! Go along! [^Mut- 
ters to himselj.l Unbearable. Wait till I get better, Fll bear 
the lot o^ you I 

[Enter glaphira.] 

glaphira: Did you call me? 

jBULiCHOv: Yes. Eh, Glakha, how fine you look! Healthy! 
Hardy! And Varvara — she’s like an otter! 

glaphira [glancing uf at the stmrsi : It’s lucky for her she 
is. If she’d been good-looking, you’d have dragged her into 
your bed, too, before now. 

BULICHOV: What? My own daughter? Think what you’re 
saying, fool! What are you talking about? 

glaphira: I know what I’m talking about! You go squeez- 
ing Shura as if you were a soldier and she a stranger. 

BULICHOV [dumbfounded] : Have you gone plumb crazy, 
Glaphira! What, you’re actually jealous of my daughter! 
Don’t you dare to (think of Shurka like that. Like a sol- 
dier . . . like a stranger! Have you ever been through a 
soldier’s hands yourself? Eh? 

glaphira: This isn’t the place . . . nor the time, for that 
kind of talk. What did you call me for? 

BULICHOV: Send Donat here. Wait! — Give me your hand. 
You do love me though, don’t you? Ailing and all as I am? 

GLAPHIRA [flinging her arms around his neck] ; Oh, you’re 
breaking my heart. . . . But don’t be sick any more! 
Don’t be ailing. [Tears herself away and runs ouU] 

TI 
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[bulichov strides y though his brows are knit in a frown. 
He licks his lifSy then shakes his head. Lies downJ\ 

[Enter donat.] 

DONAT : I hope I see you in good health, Yegor Vassily evich! 
bulichov: Thanks. What’s the news? 
donat: Good news: weVe rounded up a bear. 

BULICHOV [sighing^ : Ah, that . . . that’s only something 
for me to envy, not to enjoy. A bear’s no entertainment 
for me nowadays. Are they cutting down the trees? 
donat: Very little. Can’t get enough hands. 

[xENiA comes m. She is well dressed and her fingers are 
loaded with rings.l 
bulichov: What do you want? 

XENIA: Nothing. You oughtn’t to let yourself be tempted by 
the bear, Yegor, you’re in no fit state for hunting. 
bulichov: Shut up! There are no hands, you say? 
donat: Only old men and small boys left. The Prince was 
given fifty prisoners, but they can’t do anything in the 
woods, 

bulichov: They can do a lot with the women, I bet. 
donat: Yes, there’s a bit of that going on. 
bulichov: Yes. . . , Women are hungry nowadays. 
xenia: I’ve heard there’s a terrible lot of immorality in the 
villages now. . . . 

donat; Why call it immorality, Axinia Yakovlena? The 
muzhiks have been killed off, still, children have got to be 
born, mustn’t they? So let those who killed off the men, be- 
get the children. . . . Isn’t that so? 
bulichov: Looks like it. 
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XENIA : Pooh, what sort of chidren , would the women have 
by prisoners? Although, of course, if .the man’s a strong, 
healthy fellow. ... 

BULICHOV : And the woman^s a fool — ^he wont want any 
children from her. 

XENIA: Our women are clever. But all the strong muzhiks 
have been driven to the war, and there^s no one left at home 
but . . . lawyers! 

BULICHOV : A terrible lot of folks done for. . . . 

XENIA : Well, the rest will be better off, then. 

BULICHOV: Just the sort of siliy thing you would say! 

DONAT: Tsars never have enough. 

BULICHOV: What’s that you say? 

DONAT: Tsars never have enough. There’s nothing to feed our 
own on, and still we want to conquer a lot of strange folks. 

BULICHOV: I'hat’s true. That’s quite true! 

DONAT: There’s no other way to explain why we are fighting. 
That’s why we’re getting it in the neck now, for being 
greedy. 

BULICHOV: Everything you say is right, Donat! There’s 
Yakov now — ^my godson — ^he says the same: greed is at the 
bottom of all trouble. How’s he getting on over there? 

DONAT: Oh, all right. He’s a clever chap. 

XENIA! Umph! He’s nothing of the sort! He’s just impudent, 
that’s what he is, not clever at all, 

DONAT : It’s his cleverness makes him impudent, Axinia Yak- 
ovlevna. He’s got hold of ten deserters or so, Yegor Vassi- 
yevich, and set them to work, and they’re working like 
good ’uns. Otherwise they’d still be thiering. 
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Act I YEGOR BULICHOV £5? OTHERS 

BULiCHOv: Well — but this is — Mokroussov hears of this 
— he’ll kick up a row. 

DONAT: Mokroussov knows. He’s pleased. It’s all the easier 
for him. 

BULICHOV : Well, now, be careful. . . . 

[ZVONTSOV comes downstairs,] 

DONAT: Well, as I was saying — what about die bear. . . . 

BULICHOV : The bear — ^that’s your good luck. 

ZVONTSOV: Perhaps you’d let me offer the bear to General 
Bethling? You know, he’s useful to. . . . 

BULICHOV: Yes, I know, I know. Offer it to him. Or to 
the bishop, if you like ! 

XENIA [laughing] : I’d love to see a bishop shooting a bear. 

BULICHOV: Well, I’m tired. Good-day, Donat, Things are 
going badly somehow, aren’t they, old chap? Since I’ve been 
ill things have gone wrong, [donat bows in silence and goes 
out,] Axinia, send Shurka to me. Nowi, Andrei, what’s up 
with you? Out with it, man! 

ZVONTSOV: It’s about Laptev. 

BULICHOV; Well? 

ZVONTSOV: I’ve heard he’s got himself mixed up with . . . 
doubtful people, and at Kopossovo Fair he made speeches 
to the peasants against the government. 

BULICHOV: Nonsense! What fairs could there l>e nowa- 
days? What peasants? And why are you always complain- 
ing about Yakov? 

ZVONTSOV: He’s a sort of member of the family, after all. 
[sHURA runs m,] 

BULICHOV: Sort of. . , ! You’re not much inclined to 
U 
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look upon him as one of the family. He doesn’t even come to 
dinner on Sundays. , . . Go along now, Andrei, you’ll 
tell me afterwards. 

{Exk ZVONTSOV.] 

SHURA : Been telling tales on Yakov? 

BULICHOV: That's not your business. Sit down here. Every- 
body’s complaining about you, too. 

SHURA : Who’s everybody? 

BULICHOV : Axinia, Varvara. . . . 

SHURA: Oh, they aren’t everybody, by any means. 

BULICHOV*. I’m talking seriously, Shura girl. 

SHURA: No, you don’t talk like that when you’re serious. 

BULICHOV: You’re very impudent to them all, and you don’t 
do anything. . . . 

SHURA: Well* if I don’t do anything, where does my impu- 
dence come in? 

BULICHOV: You won’t listen to anyone. 

SHURA: I listen to everyone. I’m sick of listening to them, 
Ginger. 

BULICHOV: Ginger yourself — ^you’re a lot more ginger than 
I am. And you don’t talk properly to me, either! I ought 
to give you a good talking-to, but I don’t want to. 

SHURA: If you don’t want to, then you needn’t. 

BULICHOV: Oho! If you don’t w’ant to — yuu needn’t, in- 
deed! Life would be quite easy like that, wouldn’t it? But 
it can’t be done I 

shura: Who’s hindering you? 

BULICHOV: Everybody . . . everybody’s hindering me. But 
that’s more than you can understand. 
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»hura: Well, teach me, so*s I will understand, so’s they won’t 
be able to hinder me. . , . 

BULICHOV : Oh, you can’t teach anyone that! Is that you 
again, Axinia? What are you wandering up and down for? 
What are you looking for? 

XENIA: The doctor’s come. And Bashkin’s waiting to see 
you. ’Lexandra, pull your skirt down. What a way 
to sit! 

BULICHOV [getting ufl : All right, call the doctor in. Lying 
down is bad for me, I get heavy — ^lying about. A-aye. . . [ 
Run oflF, Shurka! See you don’t sprain your ankle. 

doctor: Good-morning! How are we feeling today? 

BULICHOV: Not so well. You’re making rather a poor job 
of curing me, Nifont Grigoryeyich. 

doctor: Well, well, now, come along and let’s have a look 
at you. 

BULICHOV [going out with him]: Give me the vilest, the 
most expensive medicines you know of; I’ve simply got to 
get better. If you cure me, I’ll build a hospital and make 
you head of it and then you can do what you like, . , . 
[They go out,] 

[Enter bashkin.] 

XENIA: What did the doctor say? 

BASHKIN: It’s cancer, he says, cancer of the liver. 

XENIA: God save us! The things they think of! 

BASHKIN: A dangerous disease, he says. 

XENIA : Oh, he would, of course. 

BASHKIN: He’s fallen sick at the wrong time. There’s money 
l)dng around everywhere as if it were dropping out of a 
i6 
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torn pocket 5 people who were ’beggars yesterday are 
making thousands, and here he’s. . . . 

XENIA : Yes, that’s it! Many people are getting so rich, so 

rich. . . • 

BASHKIN : Dostigayev’s grown that stout he can’t button his 
coatj and he can’t talk in anything but thousands. Whereas 
in Yegor Vassilyevich’s case — ^it looks as if his mind’s a bit 
clouded. The other day he says: “I’ve been living,” he 
says, “and missing the real thing all the time.” What 
could he have meant? 

XENIA: Oh, and I’ve noticed, too, the things he says — ^they’re 
no good. 

BASHKIN: And he started life on your and your sister’s 
money. He ought to have increased it. 

XENIA: I made a mistake, Mokei, and I’ve known it for a 
long time — ^yes, I made a mistake. I married an assistant 
in my father’s shop — ^but not the right one. If I’d only mar- 
ried you — ^how peaceably we’d have lived together. While 
he, . . . My goodness! How he carried on! The things 
I’ve had to stand from him! Brought in a bastard daughter 
from somewhere and burdened me with her. The son-in- 
law he picked out is no good- — ^the worst he could get in 
fact. What I’m afraid of, Mokei Petrovich, is that this son- 
in-law and Varvara’U get round me somehow and cheat 
me out of my last kopek and turn me out a beggar. . . . 

BASHKIN: Anything’s possible. It’s wartime. In war there’s 
neither shame nor pity. 

XENIA : You — ^you’re an old servant of ours, my father put 
you on your feet — ^think about me. . , • 
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BASHKIN: That’s just what I am doing. . . . [zvontsov 
fearSnl 

ZVONTSOV: Has the doctor gone? 

XENIA : No, he’s still in there, 

ZVONTSOV: Well, Mokei Petronch, how about the clotli? 

BASHKIN: Bethling won’t have it. 

ZVONTSOV: And how much would we have to give him to 
persuade him? 

BASHKIN: About five thousand or so — ^no less. 

XENIA: The robber! An old man, too. 

ZVONTSOV: And it’s to be handed to him through Jeanne? 

BASHKIN: Yes — ^in the usual way. 

XENIA: Five thousand rubles! What for? Eh? 

ZVONTSOV: Money’s cheap these days. 

XENIA : When it’s in someone else’s pocket, yes. 

ZVONTSOV: Does my father-in-law agree? 

BASHKIN: That’s what I’ve come to find out — ^whether he 
agrees or not. , . . 

DOCTOR \^coming out at that moment and taking ZVONTSOV 
iy the ari7i\i Well now. . . . 

XENIA: Oh, do tell us something to cheer us up. . . . 

doctor: The patient should lie down as much as possible. All 
business, excitement and annoyance are bad for him. He 
must have complete peace and quiet. Then . , , [whisfers 
something to zvoNTSov.] 

XENIA ; Why can’t you tell me? I’m his wife. 

doctor: There are some things one doesn’t speak of to ladies, 
[Whisfers to zvoNTsov again,] We’ll arrange it for this 
evening, then. 
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XENIA: What’s that you’re arranging? 
doctor; a consultation with several other doctors, 

XENIA: Goo-ood heavens! 

doctor: Oh, it’s nothing very terrible. Well, goodbye. [Goes 
out^l 

XENIA; What a stern fellow. . . . Five rubles for five minutes 
he takes. Sixty rubles an hour — how do you like tliat! 
ZVONTSOV; He says an operation will be necessary. 

XENIA: What, are they going to cut him up? Oh no, nothing 
like that! I won’t allow anyone to cut him up. . . * 
ZVONTSOV: Look here — ^this is downright ignorance. Sur- 
gery and sdence. . . . 

XENIA: Pooh! I don’t care a rap for your science. So there! 

You’re very uncivil to me, too. 

ZVONTSOV: I’m not talking about manners now — ^I’m talking 
about the dark depths of ignorance you. . . . 

XENIA: You’re none too bright yourself! 

[ ZVONTSOV throws uf his arms in exasperation and walks 
away. At this moment glaphira dashes through the room\\ 
XENIA: Where are you going? 
glaphira: The bedroom bell! 

[xENlA folloxvs her into BULlCHOv’s room.'] 
ZVONTSOV; My father-in-law’s been taken ill at a bad time. 
BASHKIN: Yes. It makes things awkward. At a time like this 
— clever folks are making money out of air, like conjurors 
getting rabbits out of a hat. 

ZVONTSOV: M — ^yes. And then there^ a revolutipn coming. 
BASHKIN: I don’t approve of that. There was one in nineteen 
hundred and five. A senseless business. 
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ZVONTSOV; In nineteen hundred and five there was a rebel- 
lion — not a revolution. At that time the peasants and the 
workers were all at home, now — ^they’re all at .the front. 
This time the revolution will be against the officials, the 
governors and the ministers. 

basheqn; If that’s the case — ^then it’d be something to be 
thankful for! The officials are worse than ticks: once 
they get into your skin you can’t tear them oflF. . . . 

ZVONTSOV; The tsar’s evidently not fit to rule. 

BASHKIN; There’s talk about that among the tradespeople. 
They say that some muzhik or other has got round the 
tsarina. 

[ VARVARA af fears on the staircase and fauses to listen.'] 

ZVONTSOV; Yes, Gregory Rasputin. 

BASHKIN; I somehow can’t believe in sorcery. 

ZVONTSOV: And don’t you believe in lovers, either? 

BASHKIN: Sounds like a yarn to me. She’s got hundreds of 
generals to choose from. 

VARVARA: What rubbish you’re talking! 

BASHKIN: They all say the same, Varvara Yegorovna, For 
my part, I think we can’t do without a tsar. 

ZVONTSOV: We need a tsar — ^not in Petrograd — ^but in our 
heads. [To varvara.] Is the show over? 

VARVARA: No, it’s postponed. An inspector came; this evening 
a new batch of wounded, about five hundred, are expected, 
and there isn’t room enough for them. 

[glaphira comes in,] 

glaphira: Mokei Petrovich, he’s asking for you. 

[bashkin leaves his caf 07 i the table and goes out.] 
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VARVARA: Why do you talk so frankly to him? You know he 
spies on us for mother. He’s been wearing that same cap for 
ten years, the miser! It’s all greasy and filthy, I can’t under- 
stand why you should take up with this crook and. . , . 

ZVONTSOV: Oh, stop it! I want to borrow money from him 
to bribe Bethling. . * . 

VARVARA: But I told you that Lisa Dostigayeva would ar- 
range all this through Jeanne! And it’ll be cheaper. . . . 

ZVONTSOV: Lisaveta wiU cheat you, 

XENLA [from her hushand^s bedrooin\ : Do come and get 
him to lie down! He keeps walking about and abusing 
Mokei. , . , Goodness me! 

ZVONTSOV; You go, Varya. . . . 

BULICHOV \m a dressing-gown and felt sliffers'] : Well, 
and what else? This unfortunate war? 

BASHKIN [following him]: Who’d dispute it? 

BULICHOV: Unfortunate for whom? 

BASHKIN: For us. 

BULICHOV: Whom do you mean by — ^us? Y'ou say people are 
making millions out of this war? Well? 

BASHKIN: For the people, I mean. . . . 

BULICHOV: To the poor folk, to the muzhik, say, it’s aU the 
same whether he lives or dies. That’s the truth for you! 

XENIA : Now don’t get cross. It’s bad for you. . . , 

BASHKIN: What do you mean? What sort of truth do you 
call that? 

BULICHOV: The real, geniune thing. That’s what truth is. 
I’m telling you straight: my business is to make money, and 
the muzhik’s business — ^to grovr grain, and buy goods. And 
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what other truth is there besides this, I’d like to know? 

BASHKIN: You’re right, of course, but still. . . . 

BULiCHOv; Well, w'hat do you mean “but still”? What are 
you thinking about when you’re robbing me? 

BASHKIN : How can you insult me like .that? 

XENIA: Varya, what are you thinking about? Talk to him, 
won’t you ? He’s been told he must lie down. 

BULICHOV: I’m asking you — do you think about the people? 

BASHKIN: Insulting me right in front of everybody! I rob 
you, indeed! That’ll have to be proved first. 

BULICHOV: There’s nothing to prove. Everybody knows 
that thieving is a lawful business. And there’s no reason to 
insult you. Insult won’t make you any better, it’ll only 
make you worse. And if it isn’t you who robs me, it’s the 
ruble. The ruble is the greatest thief of all. . . , 

BASHKIN: No one but Yakov Laptev could say that. 

BULICHOV: That’s just what he does say. Well, you can 
go now. Bethling’s not to be given any bribes. We’ve given 
him enough, enough for his coffin and his winding-sheet, 
the old devil, [bashkin exits.] Why are the lot of you 
crowding in here? What are you waiting for? 

vArvara: We’re not waiting for anything. . . . 

BULICHOV r Hmph — ^not waiting for anything . , . that’s 
what you say. Well, if you’re not, then go about your 
business. Haven’t you got an3^hmg to do? Axinia, tell 
someone to air that room of mine. It’s stuffy — smells of 
sour medicine. Yes, and tell Glaphira to fetch me some 
cranberry kvass. 

XENIA: You mustn’t have kvass. 
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BULICHOV: Be oif, be off with you! I know myself what I 
can have and what I can’t. 

XENIA \_gomg out] : If you only did know. . . . lEvery’^ 
one leaves the room,] 

BULICHOV \}iobhles round the tablCy holding on to it with 
one hand. Looks in the mhror a7id saysy almost at the 
top of his voice] : Things are in a bad way with you, 
Yegor. And that mug doesn’t look like yours, either! 

GLAPHIRA [enters with a glass of milk on a tray]: Here’s 
some milk for you. 

BULICHOV: Give it to the cat. And bring me some kvass — 
cranberry. 

GLAPHIRA: They told me not to give you kvass. 

BULICHOV: Never mind what they told you — ^you bring it. 
Stop! What do you think — ^will I die? 

GLAPHIRA: It can’t be. 

BULICHOV: Why? 

GLAPHIRA: I don’t believe it! 

BULICHOV: You don’t believe it? Well, my dear, things 
look bad for me! Very bad. I know. 

GLAPHIRA: I don’t believe it. 

BULICHOV: Stubborn, that’s what you arc. Well fetch me 
that kvass. And I’ll have a drop of orange-vodka. ... It 
does me good. [Goes over to the sideboard,] They’ve 
locked it, damn them. The dirty swine. Keeping an eye on 
me. You’d think I was a prisoner* 

CURTAIN 
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ACT TWO 

scene: The bulichovs^ drawing-room. 
ZVONTSOV and tvatin are sitting in a corner 
at a small round table^ on which stands a 
bottle of wine, 

ZVONTSOV [lighting a dgarette'\ : Get me ? 

TYATIN : To tell the honest truth, Andrei, I don’t like 

this. . . . 

ZVONTSOV; But — yon like the money, don’t you? 

TYATIN ; Yes, unfortunately, I do. 

ZVONTSOV: Who’s it you’re pitying, then? 

TYATIN: Myself, naturally enough. 

ZVONTSOV: Not worth it, 

TYATIN: Still, you know, I’m the only friend I have. 
ZVONTSOV: You’d better philosophize less and think more. 
TYATIN: I am thinking. She’s a spoilt young thing j it’ll be no 
easy job with her, 

ZVONTSOV: You can get a divorce. 

TYATIN: And she’ll keep the money. . . , 

ZVONTSOV: We’ll manage so that you’ll get it. As to Shura, 
I’ll tame her. 

TYATIN: To tell the honest truth. . . . 

ZVONTSOV: I’ll manage things so that they’ll be in a huriy to 
marry her off ' and her dowrj' will be increased, 

TYATIN: That’s pretty smart of you! And what’ll the dowry 
be? 
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ZVONTSOV: Fifty, 

tyatin: Thousand? 

ZVONTSOV; No. Buttons. 
tyatin: Really? 

ZVONTSOV: But you’ll write me an I.O.U. for ten. 
tyatin: Thousand? 

ZVONTSOV: No. Rubles! Ass! 
tyatin: That’s rather a 1-lot. . . . 
zvoNTSO^r; Then let’s stop talking about it. 
tyatin: Are you — serious about all this? 

ZVONTSOV: It’s only fools who aren’t serious about money. 
tyatin l^chuckling'] ; Damn it all, . . , It’s really wonder- 
fully thought out. 

[dostigayev comes tn.’\ 

ZVONTSOV : I’m glad you seem to be able to grasp something. 
A proletarian member of the intelligentsia like you, can’t 
in wild days like these. ... 

tyatin; Yes, oh yes, of course. Well, I must be off for the 
court now. 

dostigayev: What are you upset about, Stepasha? 

ZVONTSOV: We . • . we’ve been taking about Rasputin. 
dostigayev: What a fate, eh? An ordinary, Siberian mu- 
zhik — and he played draughts with bishops and ministers. 
Hundreds of thousands of rubles must have passed 
through his hands. Never took less than ten thousand 
as a bribe. I’ve had it from reliable sources — he never 
took a kopek less. What are you drinking? Burgundy? 
That’s a heav}'' wine, it ought only be drunk at dinner-time, 
you ignorant people. 
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DOSTIGAYEV; How much of Melania’s money is in it? Seventy 
thousand? 

ZVONTSOV: Ninety. 

DOSTIGAYEV; A tidy bit! Her personal fortune or the con- 
vent’s? 

VARVARA: How would you ever find that out? 

jDOSTiGAYEv: Oh, you can find out all right. You can find out 
anything. The Germans, for instance, they know not only 
the number of soldiers we’ve got at the front, but even the 
number of lice on each of them. 

VARVARA: I wish you would say something more serious. . , . 

DOSTIGAYEV: My dear Varyusha, you can’t either trade or 
fight unless you know how to count the money in your 
pocket. We can find out about Melania’s money this way: 
there’s a certain lady called Secletia Poluboyarinova who 
helps the Right Reverend Nikandr to keep his nightly vig- 
ils, and Bishop Nikandr knows everything there is to know 
about everybody’s money. Besides that, there’s a man in the 
diocesan council — we’ll keep him in mind, too. You must 
talk to this, Poluboyarinova, Varyusha, and if it turns out 
that the cash belongs to the convent — well, you can guess 
yourself! — ^Where’s my lovely spouse slipped off to? 

GLAPHIRA \^At the door ] : They sent me to ask you into 
the dining-room. 

DOSTIGAYEV: We’ll be there in a second. Come along, all of 
you. 

VARVARA {pretending the hem of her dress has caught m the 
armchmr ] : Andrei, help me to get this out! . . , Do you 
believe him? 
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ZVONTSOV: Do I look like a fool? 

VAK.VARA; Oh, what a crook he is. It wasn’t bad, my plan 
about auntie, was it? And what about Tyatin? 

ZVONTSOV: I’ll coax him into it yet. 

VARVARA: You’ll have to hurry up with that. . . . 
ZVONTSOV: Why? 

VARVARA: Why, because after the funeral, you have to wait 
a long time. And father has a weak heart as well. . . . 
Besides, I have other reasons. 

[They go outj encountering glaThira on the way. She looks 
at them with hatred and begins to clear away the glasses^ etc.y 
from the small table. LAPTEV enters 
glaphira: There was a rumour yesterday that you were 
arrested. 

LAPTEV: You don’t say so? Can’t be true, surely. 
glaphira: Always joking, you are! 

LAPTEV: Nothing to eat — ^but plenty of fun. 
glaphira; You’ll break your neck yet over that fun of yours. 
LAPTEV: A g^od joke earns a good word, its a bad one that 
lands you in a mess. 

glaphira: Carry on. Do you know who’s in there with 
Shura? Tonka Dostigayeva. 

LAPTEV: Br-r — ^I don’t want her. 
glaphira; Shall I call Shura in? 

LAPTEV: That’s a good idea. And how’s Bulichov? 
glaphira [indignantly^: He’s not Bulichov to you! He’s 
your godfather. 

LAPTEV: Don’t get mad, Aunt Glasha, 
glaphira: He’s in a bad way. 
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LAPTEV: In a bad way, is he? Wait half-a-minute ! My pals 
are starving, Aunt Glasha, couldn’t you get them a couple 
of poods of flour or maybe a whole sack? 

glaphira: What, am I supposed to rob the master for 
you? 

LAPTEV: It wouldn’t be the first time, would it? It’s nothing 
-^you’ve sinned before — and the sins are on my head. The 
lads are badly in want of something to eat, honest to God. 
Considering the work you’ve done in the house, you’ve a 
right to more in it than your employers. 

glaphira: Yes, I’ve heard these tales of yours before. To- 
morrow morning they are going to send off the flour to 
Donat; you can take a sack from him. [Goes outS[ 

LAPTEV: Thanks for that much, anyhow! [Sits down on the 
couch ^ yawns Ml the tears come into his eyes^ wifes them 
away and looks about him.^ 

XENIA [comes in^ grumblingl : And away they run like devils 
from incense. . , . 

LAPTEV: How do you do? 

XENIA: Oohl What are you sitting here for? 

LAPTEV: Had I better walk about, then? 

XENIA : Either he’s nowhere to be found or he’U turn up all 
of a sudden — for no rhyme or reason. You’d think he was 
playing hide-and-seek. There’s your godfather lying sick 
and you don’t care a pin. . . . 

LAPTEV: -What should I do? Get sick myself? 

XENIA: You’ve all gone crazy, and you’re tiying to- drive other 
people crazy as well. Really, one can’t understand a thing! 
Did you hear they’re wanting to put the tsar in a cage like 
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Exnilian Pugachev? Are they lying or what, tell me, you 
book-reading fellow. 

LAPTEV: Everything’s possible, evervthing. 

GLAPHIRA [calling from^ ^ffs^agel: Axinia Yakovlevna, just 
a minute. 

XENIA: Well, what now? I haven’t a minute’s peace. . . . 

God help me! [Goes out,] 

SHURA [runrmig in] : Hello! 

LAPTEV: Shura, I’m off to Moscow and I haven’t a kopek 
— ^lend me some money, will you? 

SHURA*. I’ve got thirty rubles. . . . 

LAPTEV: If I could have fifty, eh? 

SHURA: I’ll get it for you. 

LAPTEV: For the night train? Could you manage it? 

SHURA: Yes. Listen: is there going to be a revolution? 
LAPTEV; Why, it’s started already! Don’t you read the pa- 
pers? 

SHURA: I can’t understand them. 

LAPTEV: Well, ask Tyatin. 

SHURA: Yakov, tell me honestly, what sort of a fellow is 
Tyatin? 

LAPTEV: How do you like tliat! You’ve been seeing him 
every day for nearly six months. 

SHURA : Is he honest? 

LAPTEV: Yes . . . he’s all right. 

SHURA: Why do you say it as if you weren’t sure? 

LAPTEV; Oh, he’s a namby-pamby sort of chap. Can’t make 
head or tail of him. Been badly treated, or something. 
SHURA : By whom? 
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LAPTEV: He was chucked out of the university in his second 
year. Works for his brother as a clerk, and his brother. . . . 

SHURA: Zvontsov — ^is he a crook? 

LAPTEV: He’s a liberal, a Constitutional-Democrat, and 
they’re pretty crooked, on the whole. You hand the money 
to Glaphira and she’ll pass it on to me. 

SHURA: Do Glaphira and Tyatin help you? 

LAPTEV: In what way? 

SHURA: Don’t pretend, Yashka! You understand quite well. 
I want to help, too, do you hear! 

LAPTEV [astonished] : What’s the matter with you, girl? 
You’re acting as if you woke up only today. 

SHURA [indignantly]: Don’t dare to make fun of me! You 
fool! 

LAPTEV: Maybe I am a fool, but still I’d like to under- 
stand. ... 

SHURA: Varvara’s coming! 

LAPTEV: Oh, I don’t want to see her. 

SHURA: Come on, then, quick! 

LAPTEV [futting his arms round her shoulders] : What’s got 
into you anyhow? [They go out^ shutting the door behind 

- them*] 

VARVARA [hearing the click of the locky goes up to it^ and 
turns the handle] : Is that you Glaphira? [A paur^.] Is 
anyone there? Very mysterious. . . . [Goes away quick-' 
ly*] 

[sHURA appears^ dragging DONAT by the hand.] 

DONAT: Wherever are you dragging me ojff to, Shura? 

SHURA: Stop! Now tell me: is father respected in town? 
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DONAT: Rich folk are always respected. What a wild one you 
are! 

SHURA: Do they respect him or are they just afraid of 
him? 

DONAT: If they weren’t afraid of him, they wouldn’t respect 
him. 

shura: And what do they like him for? 

DONAT: Like him? I don’t know. 

SHURA: But do they like him? 

DONAT; Him? Well — er — ^The cabbies seem to like himj 
he never bargains with them, but pays whatever they ask. 
And a cabby, of course, he’d tell another fellow, well — 

and. . . . 

'SHURA [stamping her fcot] : Are you making fun of me? 

DONAT: Why should I? I’m telling you the truth. 

shura: You’ve grown very ill-natured. You’re quite dif- 
ferent from what you used to be. 

DONAT: Now how could I grow different! It’s a bit late for 
that. 

shura: You used to praise father to me. 

DONAT: I’m not running him down now either. Every fish has 
his own kind of scales. 

shura: You all lie. 

DONAT [sighing] : Don’t be angry, you can’t prove anything 
by getting into a temper. 

[glaphira enters 

shura: Go away! [Donat exits,] Listen, Glaphira. . . .Oh, 
someone’s coming! [Hties behind the curtain.] 

[alexei dostigayev comes in. He is a foppish young man in 
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riding-breeches y a Swedish tunic with innumerable beltSy 
strap and pcketsJ\ 

ALEXEI: YouVe getting better looking every day, Glasha. 

GLAPHIRA [^sulkilyl I Nice to hear that. 

ALEXEI: It’s not nice for me, tJiougii. [Blocks glaphira’s 
way.'\ I don’t like anything nice unless it belongs to me. 

GLAPHIRA: Let me pass, please. 

ALEXEI: Yes, of course, [Yawns and looks at his watch, 
ANTONINA comes in and then a little later tyatin.] 

SHURA [coming out from behind curtain]'. You run after 
housemaids as well, it seems? 

ANTONINA: It’s all the same to him — he’d run after a fish. 

ALEXEI: Housemaids are in no respect worse than ladies 
when they are undressed, 

ANTONINA: Hear that! He always talks as if he’d been living 
in a pot-house instead of at the front. 

SHURA: Yes. Although he was just as lazy formerly, he 
wasn’t so bold — in his talk. 

ALEXEI: I’m bold in deeds, too. 

ANTONINA: Oh, what a lie! He’s a coward, and what a cow- 
ard! He’s simply terrified his stepmother will seduce him. 

ALEXEI: What are you making up that story for? Idiot! 

ANTONINA: And he’s abominably greedy. Do you know, I 
pay him a ruble twenty kopeks for every day that he doesn’t 
say something horrible to me. And he takes it! 

ALEXEI: Tyatin, do you like Antonina? 

tyatin: Yes, very much, 

shura: And me? 

tyatin: Want me to tell the truth? 
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SHURA: Yes, of course. 

tyatin: Well, not much. 

shura: So? That’s the truth, is it? 
tyatin: Yes. 

ANTONINA: Don’t believe him, he'’s only repeating somebody 
else’s words. 

ALEXEI: Tyatin, I wish you’d marry Antonina. I’m so sick 
of her. 

ANTONINA: You silly ass! Clear out! You look like a pregnant 
washerwoman. 

ALEXEI [futting his arm round her vjcdst\ : And what an 
aristocrat you are. He munchez fas les sunflower seeds, dear- 
est. C^est mauvais ton. 

ANTONINA: Leave me alone. 

ALEXEI: With pleasure! [He futs on a fhonografh record 
and dances with her.l 

shura: Perhaps you don’t like me at all, Tyatin? 

TYATIN : Why do you want to know ? . 

shura: I must. It interests me. 

ALEXEI; Why are you beating about the bush, Tyatin! The 
girl’s trying to get you to propose to her, can’t you see? 
All the girls are in a hurry now to become heroes’ widows. 
The attraction being a good food ration, a halo of gloiy 
and a pension. 

ANTONINA; He actually imagines that he’s said something 
witty. 

ALEXEI: Well, I’ll be toddling along now. Tonka, see me 
to .the vestibule, will you? 

ANTONINA: I don’t want to. 
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ALEXEI: But I want you to. I^m quite serious. Come on. 

ANTONINA; Something silly, I suppose. 

[ ALEXEI and ANTONINA gO OUt,\ 

SHURA: Tyatin, are you a truthful fellow? 

itatin: No. 

SHURA: Why? 

tyatin: It’s unprofitable. 

SHURA: If you say that, then you must be truthful. Now tell 
me, without stopping to .think — ^have they advised you to 
make a match of it with me? 

I'YATIN \_ajter a 'pause y during which he lights a cigarette] : 
Yes. 

SHURA; And you understand that it’s bad advice? 
tyatin: Yes. 

SHURA: So you. . . . Well, I never expected this. I thought 

you. . . . 

tyatin: You must have thought badly. 

SHURA; No, you’re . . . splendid! But perhaps you’re sly, 
eh? Perhaps you’re only pretending to be straightforward 
SO as to make a fool of me? 

tyatin; That would be beyond my powers. You’re clever, 
ill-natured and mischievous — ^just like your father. To tell 
the honest truth, you terrify me. And then you’ve got 
red hair like Yegor Vassilyevich. It’s like a fireman’s 
torch. 

SHURA: Tyatin, you’re fine! Or else you’re a terrible 
rogue. . . . 

tyatin: And your face — ^is a most unusual one. . . .“ 

shura; You’re just trying to soften the blow, aren’t you, by 
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saying this about my face? Oh, but you’re cunning, after 
aU! 

tyatin: Think what you like. My opinion is that you’re 
bound to commit some crime. While I — ^I’m accustomed 
to living with my paws up — you know, like guilty puppies. 

SHURA: Guilty of what? 

tyatin: I don’t know. Of being puppies and having no teeth 
to bite with. 

ANTONINA [coming in '] : That idiot Alyoshka gave my ear 
such a painful tug. And took all my money o£F me — ^like a 
common crook. You know, he’ll drink himself to death yet 
— ^that’s certain. We’re just a couple of good-for-nothing 
merchant’s children. You find it funny? 

SHURA: Tonya — forget everything bad I ever said about him. 

ANTONINA: About Tyatin? What did you say about him? I 
don’t remember. 

SHURA : Well, that he wanted to make a match of it with 

me. . . . 

ANTONINA: There’s nothing bad about that, if you did say it, 
is there? / 

SHURA: For the sake of my money. 

ANTONINA: Oh, yes! That’s pretty filthy of you, Tyatin! 

SHURA: It’s a pity you didn’t hear how he answered my ques- 
tions. 

ANTONINA: Did you begin every question with Warum? Do 
you remember Schubert’s 

tyatin: Is it Schubert? 

ANTONINA; Warum looks very much like a marabou, a gloomy 
kind of bird that lives in Africa. 
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SHURA : The things you invent! 

ANTONINA: I love terrifying things best of all. When one^s 
terrified, one isn’t bored, I used to like to sit in the dark 
and wait until a huge serpent. , , . 

-TYATIN l^with a little laugh ] : The one that was in the Gar- 
den of Eden, you mean! 

ANTONINA; No, Hiuch more horrible than that one. 

SHURA You’re awfully funny. You always invent some- 
thing new, while everyone else talks of the same thing: the 
war, Rasputin, the tsarina and the Germans, or war and 
revolution. , . . 

ANTONINA: Are you going to be an actress or a nun? 

shura: a nun, indeed! What rubbish! 

ANTONINA: It must be very difficult to be a nun — you always 
have the same role to play. 

shura: I want to be a cocotte like Zola’s ^‘Nana.” 

tyatin: What a way to talk! Phew! 

shura: I want to corrupt people and revenge myself on 
them. 

tyatin: On whom? And what for? 

shura: For my having red hair, and for father’s being 
sick. ... For everything! Wait till the revolution be- 
gins. . . then I’ll show what I’m capable of! You’ll see! 

ANTONINA: Do you believe there’ll be a revolution? 

shura: Yes, I do! I do! 

tyatin: Yes, there’s going to be a revolution. 

[glaphira enters.] 

glaphira: Shura, Mother Melania’s come and Yegor Vas- 
silyevich wants to speak to her in here. 
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SHURA: Ugh — ^Aunt Melania! Come on into my room, chil- 
dren! Tyatin, do you think much of Zvontsov? 
tyatin: He’s — my cousin. 

SHURA: That’s no ansv^er. 

tyatin: It seems to me that relatives think very little of one 
another on the whole. 
shura: Now, that’s an answer! 

ANTONINA: Stop talking about boring things. 
shura: You’re awfully funny, Tyatin. 
tyatin: Well, what can I do about it? 
shura: And you dress in a funny way, too. 
yThey go out, glaphira ofens a door covered by heavy 
curtains. At the same moment^ in the doorway through 
which the young feofle have dlsnffearedy BULICHOV af-- 
fears. The abbess melania comes in with slowy majestic 
slefs. She carries a crosier in her hayid, glaphira stands 
with bent heady holding the curtain hack,^ 
abbess melania: So you’re still traipsing about here, are you, 
fornicatress? They haven’t thi'own you out yet? Well, 
they will soon. 

BULICHOV: Then you’ll take her into the convent and make 
a nun of her — she has money. 
abbess melania: A — ah, you're — here? Oh, Yegor, you 
look as if you’d been turned inside out. God have mercy on 
you! 

BULICHOV: Glakha, shut the door, and tell them not to come 
barging in here. Sit down, Reverened Mother! What kind 
of business are we going to talk about? 

ABBESS MELANIA: The doctors can’t help you, eh? Now you 
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see: the Lord stays His hand for a day, for d year, for a gen- 
eration, . . 

BULICHOV: We’ll talk about the Lord afterwards — ^lets 
have business first. I know you’ve come to talk about your 
money. 

ABBESS MELANIA: The money isn’t mine, it belongs to the 
nunnery. 

BULICHOV: It’s all the same, the nunnery, the mummery or 
the flummery. Why does the money worry you? Are you 
afraid I’ll die and it’ll be lost to you? 

ABBESS MELANIA: Lost it Can’t be, but I don’t want it to fall 
into strange hands. 

BULICHOV: So you want to draw it out of the business? It’s 
all the same to me — ^take it out if you want it. But mind you 
— ^you’ll lose by it. Rubles are breeding now like lice on sol- 
diers. And I — ^I’m not so sick yet as to die. 

ABBESS MELANIA: For ye know not .the day nor the hour when 
death shall come ! Have you made your will? 

BULICHOV: No! 

ABBESS MELANIA: It’s high time! Make it! Supposing the 
Lord was to caU you suddenly? 

BULICHOV: But what would He want with me? 

ABBESS MELANIA: Give up this arrogance of yours! I don’t 
care to listen to it, as you know — and my holy rank does not 
exactly, , . . 

^BULICHOV: Oh, drop it, Melania! We know each other well 
enough both by sight and by touch. You can take the 
money if you want to — Bulichov has plenty of it. 

ABBESS MELANIA: I don’t Want to draw my capital out of the 
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business but I want the notes to be made over to Axinia^s 
name. That’s why I came to you. 

BULICHOV: I see. Well, that’s your business. Only, if I 
should die, Zvontsov will cheat Axinia. And Varvara will 
help him to do it. . . . 

ABBESS MELANIA: So this is the way you talk? Something new 
for you. No spite in your tone, either, 

BULICHOV: No, my spite’s turned in another direction now. 
Let’s talk about God, the Lord God, and the soul. “When 
youth has been spent in plimder and sin, in old age it be- 
hoves one to save one’s soul.” 

ABBESS MELANIA: Well then, speak. 

BULICHOV: Take yourself now, you serve the Lord day and 
night, as, for instance, Glaphira serves me. . . , 

ABBESS MELANIA: Don’t blaspheme, man! Have you taken 
leave of your senses? How does Glaphira serve you at night? 

BULICHOV: Shall I tell you? 

ABBESS MELANIA: Don’t blaspheme, I’m telling you! Be- 
think yourself! 

BULICHOV: Stop bellowing at me! I’m talking plain lan- 
guage, not saying official prayers, but human words. You 
told Glaphira she’d be thrown out soon. So it looks as if you 
believed I’d soon die. But why should you? Vasska Dosti- 
gayev is nine years older than me and a good deal more 
crooked, but he’s healthy and he’ll live a long time yet. He’s 
got a wife — ^first-class. Of course, I’m a siriner, I treated 
people badly and — ^in general — ^well — ^I’m a sinner in every 
way. But then, everyone offends everyone else. Life’s like 
that, there’s no two ways about it. 
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ABBESS MELANIA: It’s not before me, not before people, you 
must repent, but before God! People won’t forgive you, 
but God is merciful. You know yourself how in olden times 
when robbers sinned, but rendered up what was God’s to 
God, they were saved! . . . 

BULICHOV : Oh yes, if you stole and gave something to the 
church, then you weren’t a thief, but a righteous man. 

ABBESS MELANIA: Yeg — o-o-o-r ! If you scoff at what’s sacred, 
I won’t listen! You’re not stupid, you must be able to un- 
derstand; the Devil won’t tempt you, if the Lord doesn’t 
allow it. 

BULICHOV: Well, thank you very much for that. 

ABBESS MELANIA: What do you mean? 

BULICHOV: You’ve set my mind at rest. It turns out — the 
Lord gives the Devil a free hand to tempt us, and that means 
the Lord’s in partnership with the Devil and me in all our 
sinful deeds. . . . 

ABBESS MELANIA [rking ] : Words like these . . . words 
like these of yours ... if I were to tell the Right Rever- 
end Nikandr about them. . . . 

BULICHOV: Why, where have I made a mistake? 

ABBESS MELANIA: Heretic! What thoughts come into that 
unhealthy head of yours! Surely you understand that if 
God permits the Devil to tempt you — that means God 
has foresaken you? 

BULICHOV: Forsaken me, has he? But why? Because I’ve 
been fond of money and I’m still fond of women, and mar- 
ried that fool sister of yours for her money, and have 
been your lover! Is that why he’s foresaken me? . . . 
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You great gaping raven, coming Jiere with your croaking, 
and not a scrap of sense in it all ! 

ABBESS MELANIA \^dumbjounded\i Why, Yegor, have you 
lost your wits? Lord have mercy. * . . 

BULICHOV : Praying day and night beneath convent-bells, 
and who Ye you praying to — ^you haven’t the slightest idea! 

ABBESS MELANIA: Yegor! You’re heading straight for the 
bottomless pit! Into the jaws of hell. ... In days like 
these, . . , Everything’s crashing to ruin ... the throne 
of the tsars is shaken by the powers of evil. . . , It’s the 
day of Anti-Christ . . , maybe the Day of Judgment is 
even now drawing nigh. ... 

BULICHOV: You’ve just remembered it, have you? The Day 
of Judgment. The Second Coming of Christ. Aye, you — 
you raven, you’ve flown in and done your croaking! 
Now, be off with you to your lair to make love to your 
choir-girls! And instead of money, this is all you’ll get from 
me — see! [^Makes a gesture o] derision.^ 

ABBESS MELANIA \_stunnedy almost drop into the armchair^ : 
Oh, the scoundrel ! 

BULICHOV*. Glaphira’s a fornicatress — is she? And you? 
W'hat are you? Eh? 

ABBESS MELANIA: You’i'c lying! Lying! \^Sf rings to her 
feet,~\ Rogue! You’ll rot soon! You worm! 

BULICHOV: Be off! Out of sin’s way! 

ABBESS MELANIA: Snake . . , devil. \Ooes out] 

BULICHOV [aloney growls y rubs his right side and shouts ] : 
Glaphira! Heh! 

[ XENIA enters,] 
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XENIA; What’s up with you? Where’s Melania? 

BULICHOV : Flown away. 

XENIA: What, you’ve not gone and quarrelled with her again? 

BULICHOV : Do you mean to settle here for long? 

XENIA: Yegor, give me a chance to say a word. You’ve stopped 
talking to me altogether lately, as if I were no more than a 
piece of furniture. Well, what are you looking at me like 
that for? 

BULICHOV; Get on with it, talk away! 

XENIA: What’s all this going on in the house? The end of 
the world or something? That son-in-law of yours has 
turned that place up there into a regular bar; people sit 
there and talk and carry on till all hours. Yesterday they 

. finished oflF seven bottles of red wine, not to mention the 
vodka. . . . Our janitor, Ismail, is complaining that the 
police keep questioning him as to who comes to our house. 
And up there they are forever talking about the tsar and 
his ministers. And that’s all they do, day in, day out. What 
are you hanging your head for? 

BULICHOV: Carry on, carry on! When I was young I used 
to like sitting in a bar, while the music played. 

XENIA: Why did Malasha come today? 

BULICHOV: You’re no good at lying, Axinia! You’re much 
too stupid for that. 

XENIA: Well! What lies have I told? When? 

BULICHOV: Just this minute. Melania and you made it up 
between you that she should come here to talk about her 
money. 

XENIA: When did I ever do that? What do you mean? 
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BULICHOV : Oh — ^all right. Shut iip, then! 

[dOSTIGAYEV, ZVONTSOV and FATHER PAVLIN come in^ look-- 
ing excited*} 

DOSTiGAYEv: Yegor, listen to the news Father Pavlin’s 
brought from Moscow. . . . 

XENIA: You ought to go and lie down, Yegor! 

BULICHOV: Tm listening to you, Father Pavlin, 

FATHER PAVLIN : I’ve little enough good news to tell, yes, 
and in my opinion, the good is pretty bad, too, for so far no 
one has been able to think of anything better than the way 
we lived before the war. 

DOSTIGAYEV : No, no, I beg to difFer. No — o! 

[ ZVONTSOV zvhisfers something to his mother-in^aw*} 

XENIA: Crying? 

DOSTIGAYEV: Who’s Crying? 

XENIA; The Abbess. 

DOSTIGAYEV; What’s wrong with her? 

BULICHOV: Go and see what’s frightened her. And you. Fa- 
ther, sit down here and tell us the news, 

{Exit ZVONTSOV^ XENIA and dostigayev.] 

DOSTIGAYEV \_as he leaves } : I wonder what could have made 
Melania cry. 

FATHER PAVLIN: Great confusion has set in in Moscow. Even 
mature minds assert that the tsar must be deposed, on ac- 
count of his incompetence. 

BULICHOV: He’s been capable for over twenty years, 

FATHER PAVLIN: Human powers become exhausted with the 
passing of time. 

BULICHOV: In 1913, when they celebrated the three hun- 
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dredth anniversar}’' of the rule of the Romanovs, Nicholas 
shook hands with me. The whole people rejoiced at that 
time. All Kostroma. 

FATHER PA vein: Yes, it was so. It’s a fact ... the people 
rejoiced. 

BULICHOV : Then what's happened? We’ve got the Duma 
too. . . . No, the tsar isn’t the point here — ^it’s something 
at the very root. 

FATHER PA vein: The root — that is the autocratic power. 

BULICHOV; Everyone maintaining himself — ^by his own power. 
Yes, but where is it — ^this power? When it came to the 
war — there was none of it. 

FATHER PA vein: The Duma has contributed to the sapping 
of our power. 

ELIZAVETA \_at the door’l : Are you confessing him, Father 
PavHn? 

FATHER PA vein; What sort of a question is that? 

ELIZAVETA: Where’s my husband? 

FATHER PA vein: He was here. 

ELIZAVETA: How Severe you are today, Father Pavlin. [Dis- 
af 'pears, ] 

BULICHOV: Father. . . . 

FATHER PAVLIN : What were you about to say ? 

BULICHOV: We’re all fathers. God’s a father, the tsar’s a 
father, you’re a Father, and I’m a father. Yet none of us 
have any strength, and we all live to die. I’m not talking 
about myself, I’m talking about the war, about death 
on a large scale: like a circus where a wild tiger is let loose 
on people. 
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FATHER PA vein: Calm yourself, Yegor Vassilyevich. . . . 

BULICHOV : What shall I calm myself with? Who’ll calm 
me? How? Well, calm me then . , . Father! Show your 
strength! 

FATHER PA vein: Read the Holy Scriptures, Read the Old 
Testament — ^the Book of Joshua, it’s a good thing to re- 
member. . , . War according to the law. . . . 

BULICHOV: Give it up. What sort of law is that? It’s all a 
yarn. You can’t stop the sun’s moving. Y’ou’re lying. , . . 

FATHER PA vein: To murmur against the Lord is a cardinal 
sin. We must try to submit humbly and with a meek and 
obedient spirit to the judgment visited upon us for our sin- 
ful life. 

BULICHOV: Did you submit when the elder, Alexei Gubin, 
offended you? No, you brought him up before the court, 
you asked Zvontsov to be your lawyer, and the bishop took 
your side, wasn’t that so? And I — ^what court shall I com- 
plain to about my disease ? And about dying before my time ? 
Will you die in humble submission? With a meek and quiet 
spirit? Eh? No, you’ll roar and groan, too. 

FATHER PA vein: My calling forbids me to listen to such 
talk. For such talk. . . , 

BULICHOV: Drop it, Pavlin! You’re a man. Your cassock 
is only your protective colouring — but underneath you’re a 
man the same as I am. By the way, the doctor says your 
heart’s no good, fatty degeneration. . . . 

FATHER pavlin: What will this talk lead to? Think of it and 
you’ll be smitten with fear! It has been established from time 
immemorial. . . . 
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BULICHOV; Established, yes, but not very firmly, it appears. 

FATHER pavlin: Leo Tolstoy was a heretic, his name was 
anathema because of his unbelief, and he fled from death 
into the woods, even as a wild beast. . . . 

[xENLA. enters.] 

XENIA : Yegor Vassilyevich, Mokei’s here and he says Yakov 
was arrested by the gendarmes last night, so he wants to 

know. . , . 

BULICHOV: Well, thanks, Father Pavlin . . . for your 
advice! I’ll trouble you another time, I think. Call Bash- 
kin here, Xenia. Tell Glaphira she can bring me my gruel. 
Yes, and the orange-vodka. 

XENIA: You’re not to have vodka. . . . ’ 

BULICHOV: I can have — everything! Go along with you. 

[Exit XENIA and FATHER PAVLIN.] 

[Left alone y he glances aroundy chuckles and mutters ] ; 
Father . . . Pavlin. . . . The owl. ... You should 
have taken to tobacco, Yegor. It’s easier when you’re 
wrapped in smoke, things are not so plain. . . . 

[bashkin enters,] 

BULICHOV: Well, Mokei? 

bashkin: How’s your health, Yegor Vassilyevich? 

BULICHOV: Getting better all t3ie time. So Yakov’s been 
arrested ? 

bashkin: Yes, last night. What a shame! 

BULICHOV: Only he? 

bashkin: They say there was some watchmaker or other and 
Kalmykova, the school-teacher who used to give Alexandra 
Yegorovna lessons, and Yerichonov the stoker, who’s known 
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to be a downright rebel. About ten altogether, it’s said. 
BULiCHOv: And they’re all for “Down with the tsar?” 
BASHKIN: There’s some for one thing and some for another, 
some against the tsar, some against all the rich and wanting 
the workers to run the country. , . . 

BULICHOV: What rubbish! 

BASHKIN: Of course. 

BULiCHOv: They’ll sell the state for drink. 

BASHKIN: For certain. 

BULICHOV: Y'es. . . . But . . . supposing they don’t? 
BASHKIN: And what would they do without the employers? 
BULICHOV: You’re right. They’d never be able to get along 
without you and Vasska Dostigayev. 

BASHKIN: You’re an employer yourself, . . . 

BULICHOV: Well, what about it? So I am. What is it they 
sing, you say? 

BASHKIN [sighif^g] : “We renounce the old world.” . . . 
BULICHOV: And then? 

BASHKIN: “Shake its dust from our feet.” . . . 

BULICHOV: Sounds like a prayer. , . . 

BASHKIN: What kind of a prayer’s that? “We hate the tsar,” 
they say, “and the palace.” 

BULICHOV: Aha, is that so! M — yts ... the devils! 
IThinh a while Well, and what did you want? 

[glaphira brings in some gruel and vodkaJ\ 
BASHKIN: Me? Oh nothing. 

BULICHOV: What did you come for, then? 

BASHKIN: To ask whom I should put in Yakov’s place. 
BULICHOV: Sergei Potapov. 
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BASHKIN: He’s got the same kind of notions, too — wants 
neither God — ^nor tsar. . . . 

BULICHOV : Oh, he’s like that, is he? 

BASHKIN: Might I suggest — Mokroussov. He’s very anxious 
to work for you. He can read and write and look after 
things. 

glaphira: Your gruel’ll get cold. 

BULICHOV: A policeman? A thief? What’s he after? 

BASHKIN: It’s dangerous now in the police, many are leaving 

it.’ 

BULICHOV: Is that so? Dangerous for them, is it? Leaving 
it like rats. . . . All right, send Potapov here tomorrow 
morning. You can go. . . . Glakha, has the trumpeter 
come? 

glaphira: He’s sitting in the kitchen. 

BULICHOV: When I’ve had my gruel, you can send him in. 
Why is the house so still ? 

glaphira: They’re all upstairs. 

BULICHOV [taking some vodka ^ : Well — all right. Why do 
you look so down-in-the-mouth? 

glaphira: Don’t drink, don’t do yourself harm, don’t be 
sick! Give up everything and go away from them. They’ll 
eat you alive — ^like worms — they’ll gnaw the life out of you. 
Let’s go away to Siberia. . . . 

BULICHOV: Let go of me . . . you hurt. . . . 

glaphira: We’ll go to Siberia, I’ll work. . . . Why should 
you stay here? What for? No one cares for you — ^they’re 
just waiting for you to die. . . . 

BULICHOV: Stop it, Glakha. . . . Don’t upset me ... I 
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know it all. ... I can see everything. ... I know that 
you . . . you and Shurka ... are all Fve got out of life 
and the rest are just trying to get something out of me. . , . 
But perhaps I’ll get better yet . . . call the trumpeter, go 
along, do. 

glaphira: Finish your gruel first. 

BULICHOV: Oh, devil take the gruel! Call Shurka in. . . . 
[Left alone y he tosses off glass after glass of vodka greedily • 
The TRUMPETER comes in. He is a comicaly thiny 'pitiful fig- 
ure with a big trumpet in a sack slung across his shoulders. ] 

trumpeter: I wish your honour the best of health. 

BULICHOV {taken abackl : How do you do. Sit down. 
{Shouts. Glakha! Shut the door! So this is what you’re 
like ? 

trumpeter: Right, your honour. 

BULICHOV: Well, you’re not much to look at! Tell us, how 
do you cure folks? 

trumpeter: My cure, your honour, is quite simple, only 
people are in the habit of dosing themselves with medicines 
from the chemist’s and they don’t believe me, so I take the 
precaution of asking for my fee in advance. 

BULICHOV : It’s not a bad idea, either. But do you cure peo- 
ple? 

trumpeter: I’ve cured hundreds. 

BULICHOV : You don’t seem to have got rich on it, somehow. 

trumpeter: No one gets rich on good works. 

BULICHOV: Aha, listen to him, now! What diseases can you 
cure ? 

trumpeter: All diseases proceed from the same cause, foul 
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air in the belly, so my treatment is a cure for them all. . . . 

BULICHOV \_laughmg'\: Bravo! Well, now, show us that 
trumpet of yours. . . . 

trumpeter: Could you pay a ruble? 

BULICHOV: A ruble? I daresay I’ll find one, Glakha, have 
you got a ruble? Here you are. You don’t charge much. 

trumpeter: That’s just for a beginning. [Unties the sack 
and drags out a brass trumfet. Shura runs in,~\ 

BULICHOV: Oo — oh — ^a regular samovar! . . . Shurka — 

* what do you think of this for a healer? Well, give us a blow 
on it. 

TRUMPETER [clears his throaty blows a blast — but not very 
loudly y then coughs.] 

BULICHOV: And is that all? 

trumpeter; Four times a day for five minutes — nothing 
more. 

BULICHOV: And the patient uses up his breath and — ^pops 
off? 

trumpeter: Never! I’ve cured hundreds. 

BULICHOV: Is that so? Well, now tell me the truth: what 
do you consider yourself, a fool or a rogue ? 

TRUMPETER [sighing] : So you don’t believe in it either, like 
the rest. 

BULICHOV [laughing] : Don’t put the trumpet away yet. Tell 
me straight: are you a fool or a rogue? I’ll pay you if you’ll 
tell me. 

SHURA: You shouldn’t oflFend him, father. 

BULICHOV: I’m not going to offend him, Shurka. What’s 
your name, doctor? 
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trumpeter: Gabriel Uvekov. . . * 

BULICHOV: Gabriel? [Laughing heartily, '\ Oh, but damn it 
all! . . . Are you sure it’s Gabriel? 
trumpeter: It’s a very ordinary name . . . never heard 
anyone laugh at it before. 

BULICHOV: Well . . . what are you: stupid or crooked? 
trumpeter : Would you give me sixteen rubles if I told you? 
BULICHOV: Glakha — -bring the money here! It’s in the bed- 
room. . . . Why, sixteen, Gabriel? 
trumpeter: I made a mistake! I should have asked for 
more. 

BULICHOV: So you’re stupid? 
trumpeter: No, I’m no fool. 

BULiCHoy: So — ^then you must be a rogue? 
trumpeter: I’m not a rogue either. But you know yourself 
you can’t live without fooling people. 

BULICHOV: That’s true! It’s not very nice, my lad, but it’s 
true. 

SHURA: But oughtn’t you to be ashamed to fool people? 
trumpeter: Why should I be ashamed, if they believe in it? 
BULICHOV [excitedly']: And that’s right, too! Do you im- 
derstand, Shurka? He’s absolutely right! That priest Pav- 
lin would never say that. He wouldn’t dare! 
trumpeter: You ought to give me a bit extra for telling the 
truth. And — cross my heart — ^my trumpet does help some 
folks. 

BULICHOV: That’s right — give him twenty-five rubles, Glakha, 
Give him more. Give- him the whole lot. [glaphira gives 
him the maney,] 
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trumpeter; Much obliged. . . . Maybe you’d try the 
trumpet? Devil knows — ^it might do you some good! 

BULICHOV : No, thanks. Eh, Gabriel, Gabriel! l^Laughs^l 
Now let’s see, show us how it works. . . . Come on, blow! 
A bit louder! 

[trumpeter blows a deajemng blast glaphira looks at 
BULICHOV in alarm, SHURA futs her fingers in her ears 
and laughs. 1 

BULICHOV: Blow with all your might! 

[The DOSTIGAYEVS, ZVONTSOVS, BASHKIN and XENIA rush in,'] 

VARVARA; What’s all this, father? 

XENIA: Yegor, what’s this new freak of yours? 

ZVONTSOV [to the trumfeter] : Are you drunk? 

BULICHOV; Don’t touch him! Don’t dare! That’s right, 
crack their car-drums, Gabriel! It’s the Archangel Gabriel 
trumpeting the end of the world! 

XENIA ; A — ah! He’s gone plumb crazy! 

BASHKIN [to ZVONTSOV] : You See for yourseU! 

SHURA: Father, do you hear? They’re saying you’ve gone 
crazy! Go away, trumpeter, go away! 

BULICHOV: No, don’t go. Blow, Gabriel, blow! It’s Ar- 
mageddon! The end of the world! Blow your trumpet, 
bio — 0 — ow! 

[The trumfeting continues as the curtain jails,] 
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scene: The dining room. Everything in 
it affears to have been moved out of its 
flace. The table has not been cleared; it 
is littered with crockery ^ farcels and hoU 
ties. T he samovar stands at one end. In a 
corner of the room lie several portman- 
teaus. TAissrA, a young novice^ in a tally 
pointed hoody is unpacking one of them. 
GLArnmA lingers near her with a tray in 
her hand. T he room is lit by a lamp hang^ 
ing over the table. 


glaphira: Has Mother Melania come to stay for a long 
time? 

taissya: I don’t know. 

glaphira: Why didn’t she put up at the church hostel? 
taissya: I don’t know. 
glaphira: How old are you? 
taissya: Nineteen. 

[ ZVONTSOV appears on the stairs, ’I 
glaphira: And you don’t know anything yet? What’s the 
matter with you? Are you a savage, or something? 
taissya: We’re forbidden to talk to lay people. 

ZVONTSOV: Has the Abbess had her tea yet? 
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glaphira: No, 

ZVONTSOV: Then better warm up the samovar, in case. . . . 
[glaphira '^ks uf the samovar^ and goes out.] 

ZVONTSOV: Did the soldiers frighten you — ^up at the Abbey? 

taissya: Yes. 

ZVONTSOV: What did they do that frightened you? 

taissya; They killed one of the cows, and threatened to burn 
down the Abbey. Excuse me, I must go. [She goes out with 
a file of linen in her arms.] 

VARVARA [from the ve^^tibule]: What mud and slush! Are 
you having a chat with the novice ? 

ZVONTSOV: You know, it’s rather awkward having an abbess 
in our house. , . . 

VARVARA : The house isn’t ours yet. . . . What about Tyatin 
— did he agree? 

ZVONTSOV; Tyatin’s an ass, or else he’s pretending to be 
honest. 

VARVARA: Wait. . . . That sounds like father calling. . . . 

[Listens at the door of her father^ s room.] 

ZVONTSOV: The doctors may say what they like about your 
father being perfectly all right in his head, but after that 
idiotic scene with the trumpet. . . . 

VARVARA: He’s made worse scenes than that in his time. Ap- 
parently Alexandra and Tyatin are on quite good terms 
vrith each other. . . . 

ZVONTSOV: Yes, but I don’t see anything good about that. 
That young sister of yours is a slippery customer. . . . 
One may expect — ^well, quite serious trouble from her 
yet. 
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VARVARA: It’s a pity you didn’t think of that when she 
was flirting with you. You seemed to find it rather 
pleasant. 

ZVONTSOV: She was only flirting with me to annoy you. 

VARVARA: z^re you peeved? Here comes Pavlin, poking his 
nose in again. It’s getting to be a habit with him. 

ZVONTSOV: We’ve a surplus of clergy here, in my opinion. 

[ELIZAVETA and FATHER PAVLIN comc in^ arguing. They are- 
followed by MOKEI bashkin.J 

FATHER pavlin: The papers are lying as usual. Good eve- 
ning. 

ELIZAVETA: I’m telling you, it’s not true. 

FATHER pavlin: It is established beyond doubt: the tsar has 
abdicated, not of his own free will, but under the threat of 
arms, having been detained on the road to Petrograd by 
members of the Constitutional-Democratic Party. . . . 
M — ^yes! 

ZVONTSOV: What conclusions do you draw from this? 

ELIZAVETA: Father Pavlin is against the revolution and all 
for going on with the war, and I’m against the war. I want 
to go to Paris. . . . Enough of fighting. Don’t you agree 
with me, Varya? You remember what Henri Quatre saidi 
Better Paris than war. Y’es, I know he didn’t say exactly 
that, but he made a mistake if he didn’t. 

FATHER PAVLIN: I don’t insist on anything, because every- 
thing is unstable. 

VARVARA: Peace is what’s needed, Father Pavlin — peace! 
You see how the lower classes are behaving? 

FATHER pavlin: Ah yes, I see! Well, and what about our 
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invalid? How is he in this respect? [Pressing his finger to 
his brow.J 

ZVONTSOV; The doctors found no symptoms of derange- 
ment. 

PATHER Pavlin: Well, it’s nice to hear that. Though as a 
rule the doctors are only unerring in finding their fees. 

ELIZAVETA: Aren’t you spiteful! Varya, Jeanne’s invited us 
to supper. 

eashkin: The prisoners have been released and the police are 
having a bad time of it. 

PATHER pavlin: Yes, that’s so. A most surprising thing. 
What good do you expect to result from these events, 
Andrei Petrovich, eh? 

ZVONTSOV: The social forces are organizing themselves as 
they should and v/ill soon have their say. By social forces 
I mean people who have a sound economic. . . , ’ 

VARVARA: Listen, Jeanne’s invited us. [Leads him aside and 
whisfers,'\ 

ZVONTSOV: Look here, this is a bit awkward for me. An abbess 
on the one hand, and a cocotte on the other. 

VARVARA: Sssh, will you! 

BASHKIN: Andrei Petrovich — Mokroussov’s here — ^you know 
— ^the police inspector. 

VARVARA: Yes? What does he want? 

BASHKIN: He’s throwing up his job because it’s getting too 
dangerous and he wants to work for us, in the woods. 

ZVONTSOV: Will that be quite convenient for us, though? 

VARVARA: Wait, Andrei. . , . 

BASHKIN: Very convenient. Now Laptev’ll begin to turn 
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up his nose at everything and make trouble. Donat — you 
know yourself — is not a suitable fellow and he’s a dissenter 
too, always mumbling about the law of truth, and what 
kind of truth could you expect when , . . well, you can 
see for yourself! 

ZVONTSOV: Oh, this is all nonsense. It’s truth beginning to 
triumph that we are witnessing now. . . . 

VARVARA; Oh, wait Andrei, can’t you? 

ZVONTSOV: And justice too. 

VARVARA: So what is it you want, Mokei? 

BASHKIN: I’m for engaging Mokroussov. I suggested it to 
Yegor Vassilyevich, 

VARVARA: And what did he say? [zvontsov frowns and 
leaves themS\ 

BASHKIN: He didn’t say anything definite. 

VARVARA; Take on Mokroussov, then. 

BASHKIN: Maybe you’d like to have a look at him? 

VARVARA: What for? 

BASHKIN: Oh, just so’s you’d know him. He’s — ^here, 

VARVARA: Very weU, then. 

[ BASHKIN goes into the vestibule, VAR vara writes something 
in her notebook, Bashkin returns with mokroussov. The 
latter has a round face with eyebrows raised in fe?'fetual 
astofiishment and^ though smiling at fresenty looks as if he 
is ready to do some hard swearing. He is in folice uniformy 
with a revolver at his hif. He clicks his heels and draws 
himself uf smartly at attention 

mokroussov: Permit me to present myself — Mokroussov — 
at your service. Very grateful to have the honour. 
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VARVARA: Delighted, Fm sure. So you’re in uniform? I 
heard the police were being disarmed. 

MOKROUSsov: Quite true. It’s dangerous for us to appear 
in the streets in our uniforms these days, so I wear an ordin- 
ary overcoat, although I’m armed. But just now, in view 
of the fact that unfounded expectations have been aroused, 
the mob has quieted down — ^that’s why IVe come without 
my sword. 

VARVARA: When do you think you’ll start working for us? 

MOKROUSSOV: I have long been yj^ur obedient servant in 
thought, if not in deed. I’m ready to go to the woods to- 
morrow if you like. I’m single and. . . . 

VARVARA: Do you think it’s likely .to last long— this rebellion? 

MOKROUSSOV: All summer, I should think. Then the rains 
and frost will set in and it’ll be unpleasant to loiter in the 
streets. 

VARVARA {zvith a liule laug}i\i You think it’ll only last out 
the summer? A revolution hardly depends on the weather, 
does it? 

MOKROUSSOV: But — ^pardon me — of course it does. Winter 
cools things down. 

VARVARA {with another little laugh '\ : You’re an optimist. 

MOKROUSSOV: The police are optimistic, as a rule. 

VARVARA: Oh really? 

MOKROUSSOV: Exactly. It’s because they’re conscious of their 
strength. 

VARVARA: Have you served in the army? 

MOKROUSSOV: Yes, I have. In the Busuluk Reserve Battalion. 
I was a sub-lieutenant. 
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VARVARA [holding out her hand] : Well, goodbye, good luok. 

MOKROUSSOV [kissing her hand] : I’m sincerely touched. 
[Goes out backwards y clicking his heels,] 

VARVARA [to bashkin]; Seems an awful fool, doesn’t he? 

BASHKIN: There’s no harm in that. Look at the clever folks — 
give them the chance and they’ll turn the world inside out 
. • . as they would your pocket, 

FATHER PAVLIN [to BASHKIN and ELIZAVETA] : The clergy 
must be given the right to preach freely, otherwise nothing 
will come of it. 

[glaphira and shura co7ne in^ leading YEGOR bulichov- 
Silence jails in the room. They all wcdch Kim, He frowns,] 

BULICHOV: Well? What have you shut up for all of a sudden? 
You’ve been jabbering and muttering. . . . 

FATHER pavlin: We’re astounded by the unexpected sight 
of. . . . 

BULICHOV: Of what? 

FATHER pavlin: At the spectacle of a man dependent on 
some one to lead him. . . . 

BULICHOV: Dependent? When a man’s legs give way, he’s 
got to be led about, hasn’t he? Dependent, indeed! . . . 
Has Yashka Laptev been released, Mokei? 

bashkin: Yes, all the prisoners have been released. 

ZVONTSOV: The political prisoners, that is. 

BULICHOV: So Yakov Laptev’s at liberty and the tsar’s a 
prisoner? What do you say to that, Father Pavlin, eh? 

FATHER pavlin: I am inexperienced in such matters, but in 
my humble opinion it would be well to ascertain first What 
precisely these persons intend to say and do. . . . 
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BULICHOV: Choose a new tsar, of course. You^Il be at each 
other’s throats if you don’t have a tsar. , . , 

FATHER PA vein: Your face looks animated today; apparent- 
ly you’re overcoming your indisposition? 

BULICHOV: That’s it — I’m overcoming it. ... You mar- 
ried couples and you, Mokei, can leave Pavlin and me alone 
for a while. You needn’t go, Shurka. 

[BASHKIN goes into the halL The zvontsovs go uptairs. Soon- 
after VARVARA comes half-way downstairs and listens. \ 

shura: Lie down, father, 

BULICHOV: I don’t want to. Well, Father Pavlin, you’ve 
come about the bell for the church, I suppose ? 

father pavlin: No. I just called in the hope of seeing 
you in a better condition, and in this I was not mistaken. 
But, remembering your lavish and generous gifts in the 
past, devoted to the beautifying of the town and its tem- 
ple, ... 

BULICHOV: You don’t pray for me properly. You sec — 
I’m getting worse. I don’t feel like paying any more money 
to God. What am I paying for, anyway? I’ve paid a lot 
already and what have I got for it? 

father pavlin: Your subscriptions. . . . 

BULICHOV: Wait! I’v'e a question to ask you: isn’t God 
ashamed to do what he’s doing? What is he sending me 
to my death for? 

shura: Oh, don’t talk about deatli- — ^j^ou musn’t! 

BULICHOV: You keep quiet! Just listen. It’s not about my- 
self. 

FATHER pavlin: It’s wrong to distress yourself with 
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thoughts like these. And what does death mean, when, 
the soul is immortal? 

BULICHOV : Then why is the soul squeezed into this dirty,, 
cramping flesh? 

FATHER pavlin: The Church considers this question not- 
only vain and idle, but also. . . , 

[ VARVARA, on the stairs y fresses her handkerchiej to her lifs- 
to stifle her laughter, 1 

BULICHOV: Now then, no humbug! Tell us straight out. 
Shura, d’you remember the trumpeter, elir 

FATHER pavlin: In the presence of Alexandra Yegor- 
ovna. . . . 

BULICHOV: Oh, never mind that! If she^s got to live, she^s got 
to know. I’ve lived a long time myself and I’m asking you. 
now: what do you live for? 

FATHER pavlin: Fm in the service of the Church. . . . 

BULICHOV: Yes, I know that. I know you’re in the service 
of the Church. But you’ll have to die sometime, won’t you? 
What does it mean? What is it— this death of ours, Pavlin? 

FATHER pavlin: Your questions are illogical and fruitless. 
And forgive me for saying so — but it’s not of earthly things, 
you should be thinking now. . . . 

SHURA: Don’t you dare talk like that! 

BULICHOV: Fm of -the earth — I’m earthly through and 
through. 

FATHER PAVLIN {rising']: The earth is but dust and 
ashes. . . . 

BULICHOV: Dust and ashes! Then you — then you yourself 
understand that earth is only dust and ashes. Dust and 
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ashes. Dust and ashes — and you’re wearing a silk cassock. 
Dust and ashes — and a gilded cross! Dust and ashes — ^and 
yet you’re greedy and grasping. . . . 

FATHER PA vein: You’re betraying evil rancour and malice 
in the presence of this young maiden. . . . 

BULiCHOv: Maiden, maiden — who made her. . . , [var- 
VARA runs quickly uf stairs. 1 They train fools like you same 
as they train dogs to catch hares. ... You made your- 
selves rich out of Christ who was a beggar. 

TATHER PA vein: Your disease spoils your temper and, be- 
ing enraged, you bellow like a wild boar. . . . 

JBUEiCHOv: So you’re going, eh? Aha. . . . 

\_Eicit FATHER PA VEIN.] 

•SHURA: You shouldn’t upset yourself, father, it only makes 
you worse. Aren’t you a terror! 

BULICHOV: Never mind! I’ve nothing to regret! Ugh, how 
I hate that priest! You watch — and listen. I’m showing 
you — on purpose. . , , 

■SHURA: I can see it all myself. . . . I’m not a child ... or 
a fool! 

[zvoNTSOV appears on the stairs.'] 

BULICHOV; After that trumpeter, they made up their minds 
I’d gone crazy. But the doctors said no! You believe the 
doctors, Shura, don’t you? 

•SHURA: I believe you . . . only you. . . , 

BULICHOV: Good girl! Oh, yes, my mind’s all right. The 
doctors know. It’s true, I’ve come up against something 
sharp. But eveiy^one would like .to know what death means. 
. . . Or, for instance, life? See? 
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shura: I don’t believe you’re so seriously ill. You ought 
to go away from home. Glaphira’s light! You should try 
real hard to get well. You won’t listen to anyone. 

BULICHOV : I listen to everyone. Now we’ll try the sorceress. 
What if she were to do me good? It’s time she came. The 
pain’s gnawing at me . , . like ... an awful yearning! 
shura: Stop, dear! Oh don’t — ^my own dear, dear father! 
Lie down, do. . . , 

BULICHOV: It’s worse when I lie down. If I lie down it 
means — I give in. Same as in boxing. And — I want to talk. 
I’ve got to tell you something. You see — it’s like this — I’m 
kind of living in the wrong street. I fell in among a lot 
of strangers . . . thirty years now I’ve been among stran- 
gers. And this is what I don’t want you to have to go 
through! My father used to float rafts. And I — look at 
me. . . • This is what I can’t explain properly to you. 
shura: Take your time, talk quietly. ... Talk like you 
used to when you told me stories. 

BULICHOV: They weren’t stories — I always told you the 
truth. See here. . . . These priests and tsars and govern- 
ors .. . what the devil do I want with them? I don’t 
believe in God. Where is God, anyhow? You see your- 
self. . . . And good people — ^there are none. They’re as 
scarce as . . . false coin! You see what people are like? 
Now they’ve got into a mess with the war and what not — 
gone clean crazy! But what have I to do with them? What 
does Yegor Bulichov want with them? And you . . . now, 
how are you going to live with them? 
shura: Oh, don’t bother your head about me. . . . 
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XENIA '^coming in at this inomeni \ : Texandra, Tonya and 
her brother have come to see you and that other fellov^^s 
with them. , . . 

SHURA: Let ^em wait. 

XENIA: You go along to them. Tve got to talk to your father. 

BULICHOV: So — I’ve got to talk, have I? 

SHURA: See that you don’t talk much then. . . . 

XENIA; Teaching me! The idea! — Yegor Vassilyevich, Zo- 
bunova’s come. . • . 

BULICHOV: Shurka, bring the young folks in here after- 
wards — will you? \Ex%t SHURA.] Well, fetch your Zobun- 
ova! 

XENIA: In a minute. I just want to tell you that ’Lexandra’s 
got very friendly with that good-for-nothing cousin of An- 
drei’s. You must see yourself he’s no match for her. We 
took in one beggar, and now look at the way he orders 
everyone about. 

BULICHOV: Do you know, Axinia, you’re like a bad dream 
— yoM really are! 

XENIA: Oh, God help you, insult me if you want to! But 
you ought to forbid her carrying on with that Tyatin. 

BULICHOV: Well, what else have you to say? 

XENIA: Melania’s here. 

BULICHOV: Why? 

XENIA: Something awful happened. Deserters attacked the 
nunnery, killed a cow, stole two axes, a spade and a coil of 
rope. . . . Terrible goings-on, I declare! And that Donat, 
our forester — he is sheltering some queer characters. They 
live in a barrack in the clearing. . . . 
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BULiCHOv: It seems when anyone is agreeable to me, he’s 
sure to be disagreeable to everyone else. 

XENIA: You ought to make your peace with her. . . . 

BULICHOV: With Melania, you mean? What for? 

XENIA: Why of course you should. , . . Your health being 
so. , . . 

BULICHOV: All right. . . . Fll make it up then. . . . *Tor- 
give us our debts” . . . Ill say to her. . . . 

XENIA: Be a bit gentler to her. . . . [Goes outJ\ 

BULICHOV \muttcrs ’\ ; “And forgive us our debts — as 
we forgive our debtors.” Lies all around one. . . . 
What devils. ... 

[ VARVARA comes 

VARVARA: Father, I heard mother talking to you about Ste- 
pan Tyatin. . . . 

BULICHOV: Yes. . . . You hear everything, and there’s noth- 
ing you don’t know. . . . 

VARVARA: Tyatin’s a modest fellow, he wouldn’t demand a 
big dowry with Alexandra and he’s a good match for her. 

BULICHOV: Very considerate, aren't you. . . . 

VARVARA: I’ve had my eye on him. . . . 

BULICHOV: Who is it you’re so anxious about? Aye — ^what a 
crew! 

[abbess MELANIA and XENIA comc iny joilozued by TAissVA, 
who remains in the doorway 

BULICHOV: Well, Malasha. So we’re going to make up, are 
we? 

ABBESS MELANIA: Now you’re talking, you fighting-cock! In- 
sulting everybody without rhyme or reason. . . . 



Act 111 YEGOR BULICHOV £sf OTHERS 


BULICHOV: “And forgive us our debts.”. . . Malasha! 

ABBESS MELANIA: We aren’t talking about debts. None of 
your sauce now! Look at what’s going on in the world! 
The tsar — ^the Lord’s Anointed —cast down from his 
throne. And that means — what? The Lord has sent dark- 
ness and confusion among His people ; they have gone mad, 
they are digging pits into which they themselves will fall. 
The mob is in revolt. The peasant women of Kopossovo 
actually screamed in my face that they, forsooth, were the 
people: “Our husbands, the soldiers, are the nation!” How 
do you like that? When did you ever hear of soldiers being 
regarded as the nation, I ask you? 

XENIA: That’s what that Yakov Laptev keeps saying. . • , 

ABBESS MELANIA: The governor of the province has been 
deprived of his position and Osmolovsky the notary set 
up in his place, 

BULICHOV: Another fat-belly. 

ABBESS MELANIA: Yesterday Bishop Nikandr said: “We’re on 
the eve of' disastrous events; can it be,” he said, “that 
the temporal powers shall rule? From Biblical times the 
nations have been ruled by the hand armed with the sword 
and the cross.”, • . 

VARVARA: They didn’t worship the cross in Biblical times. 

ABBESS MELANIA: You hold your tongue, Miss Clever. . . . 
The New Testament and the Old are both in one binding, 
aren’t they? And the cross is the sword! So tlierc you are! 
The Bishop knows better than you, I hope, when and 
what was worshipped by people. You’re an ambitious lot 
and you rejoice at the downfall of the throne. But wait, 
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your joy may turn to bitter tears after a while. I’d like to 
have a word with you in private, Yegorushka. , . • 

BUJLiCHOv: What, we’re going to quarrel with each other 
again? Very well, we can have a chat afterwards, if yon 
like. The sorceress is coming in now. I want to get well, 
Malasha. 

ABBESS MELANIA: Zobunova’s a famous healer. The doctors 
are nowhere near as clever as she is. And after that you 
might talk to the Blessed Prokopii. . . . 

BULICHOV : What, the fellow the little boys call Propottei? 
He’s a rogue, they say, 

ABBESS MELANIA: Now, now, that’ll do! How can you say 
such things? You have him come in here. . . . 

BULICHOV: Well, we can have Propottei, as well. I feel 
a bit better today, except for my legs. . . . More cheerful, 
sort of. Everything seems kind of funny to me. . , . Call 
in the sorceress, Axinia, 

[xENTA goes out,^ 

ABBESS MELANIA: Ayc — ^Yegori, there’s a lot . . . left in 
you yet I 

BULICHOV: Yes, that’s just it . . . there’s such a lot. . . . 

XENIA \return5’\ : She says everyone must leave the room. 

ABBESS MELANIA: Well, we must go, then. 

[They all leave the room, BULICHOV sits chuckling y strolling 
his chest and side, ZOBUNOVA comes in. She screws uf her 
mouth — not very noticeably but just enough to be detected 
— and blows to the right side^ while her right hand is pressed 
against her heart and her left flapping like a fin. Then 
she stands still and passes her right hand over her face,] 
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BULJCHOv: Are yon praying to the devils? 

ZOBUNOVA \in a sing-song voiced : Oi, all ye evil humours, 
and bodily ills! Begone, begone and leave the servant of 
God in peace! From this very day and from this very hour, 
I’m driving you away with my hard words forever and 
ever and aye! Good evening to your worshipful honour, 
by name — ^Yegori. 

BULICHOV: Good evening, auntie. . . . Were you chasing 
the devils away? 

ZOBUNOVA: Why, goodness gracious me, how can anyone 
have anything to do with them? 

BULICHOV: If you’ve got to, you can. The priests pray to 
God, but you’re not a priest, so you must pray to the devils. 

ZOBUNOVA: Oh, how can you say such terrible things? It’s 
only silly folks as say I’ve any dealings with the Evil One. 

BULICHOV: If you haven’t you won’t be able to do anything 
for me, auntie. The priests have prayed to God for me, and 
God has refused to help me. 

ZOBUNOVA: You must be joking, dear man, you’re saying 
this because you don’t believe me. 

BULICHOV: I might have believed you if you’d come straight 
from the devils. But you’re sure to have heard, of course, 
that I’m a rake, that I’m cruel to people and greedy about 
money. , . . 

ZOBUNOVA: I’ve heard it, but I don’t believe you’d grudge 
giving me a little bit o’ your good money. 

BULICHOV: I’m a great sinner, auntie, and God won’t have 
anything to do with me. God’s forsaken Yegor Bulichov. 
So, if you have no dealings with the evi] spirits you’d better 
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go and do abortions for the country wenches. That’s your 
trade, isn’t it? 

zobunova: Aye, it’s true words they speak that says you’re 
a wild, mischievous fellow! 

BULiCHOv: Well, what lies were you going to tell? Out with 
them I 

zobunova; I’ve never been taught to lie. You tell me what 
ails you, and how, and where. 

BULICHOV: It’s my belly. It aches something cruel. Just 
here. 

zobunova: Well, you see it’s like this . . . only don’t you 
breathe a word to anyone of what I say, , , . 

BULICHOV: I w'on’t. Don’t be afraid. 

zobunova: There are yellow sicknesses and black sicknesses. 
A yellow sickness can be cured by the doctors, but the black 
sickness neither priest nor monk can pray away 1 The black 
sickness comes from the powers of darkness and there’s 
only one thing against it. . . . 

BULICHOV: Ah? — A case of either kill or cure, is tliat it? 

zobunova: It’s a very dear cure. 

BULICHOV; Of course! I guessed that. 

zobunova: This is a case where you have to have dealings 
with the Evil One. 

BULICHOV: With Satan himself? 

zobunova; Weil, maybe not with Satan himself, but 
still. . . , 

BULICHOV: And can you do it? 

zobunova: Only — ^you mustn’t breathe a word of it to 
anyone. 
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BULiCHOv; Oh, get the hell out of here! 

zobunova: Wait a minute. . . . 

BULICHOV : Clear out, else Fll give you one. . , . 

ZOB unova: Listen to me. . . . 

GLAPHIRA [from the vestibule^ : You’ve been told to go, 
haven’t you? 

zobunova: What sort of folks are you, anyway? . . . 

BULICHOV: Kick her out! 

GLAPHIRA : Clear out you — ^pretending you’re a witch! 

zobunova: Witch yourself! What a mug you’ve got. . . . 
Hey! May the two of you have neither sleep nor rest! [The 
two women go ouU'\ 

BULICHOV [glancing abouty gives a sigh of relief 1 : Phe-ew! 
[abbess MELANIA and XENIA come in.'\ 

ABBESS MELANIA: So you didn’t like Zobunova — she didn’t 
suit you? 

[BULICHOV stares at her in silence.’] 

XENIA: She’s a quick-tempered one herself! She’s been praised 
too much, and has grown impudent. 

BULICHOV: Malasha — what do you think — docs God ever 
have belly-aches? • 

ABBESS MELANIA: Don’t act the fool, you. . . . 

BULICHOV : I’m sure Christ often had belly-aches — ^hc fed on 
fish. . . . 

ABBESS MELANIA: Stop it, Yegor. Are you trying to pro- 
voke me? 

[glaPhira returns.] 

GLAPHIRA: Zobunova wants to be paid for her trouble. 

BULICHOV: Give her something, Axmia! You’ll excuse me, 
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I hope, Malasha, but I’m tired — I’ll go to my room. Noth- 
ing makes you so tired as talking to fools. Now then, Gla-* 
kha, lend a hand here. . . . 

[ XENIA exits,’] 

[glaphira leads him away. XENIA returns and looks en* 
quiringly at her sister,] 

ABBESS MELANIA: He’s pretending to be mad. It’s all pretence. 

XENIA: Is it, do you think? Why should he bother? 

ABBESS MELANIA: It’s nothing. Let him do it, if he wants to. 
It’ll turn against him afterwards, if his will has to be con- 
tested in court, Taissya will be a witness, and then there’s 
Zobunova, Father Pavlin and that trumpeter— -any num- 
ber of people. We can prove that the man was not in his 
right mind when he made the will. 

XENIA: Oh ... I really don’t know what to do. . . . 

ABBESS MELANIA: Well, I’m teaching you what to do. 
Umph, you . . , you were in such a hurry to get married! 
I told you to marry Bashkin. 

.XENIA: But that was ages ago! And Yegor was like an eagle — 
somehow — then. . . .You envied me yourself, 

ABBESS MELANIA: I? Are you cracked, woman? 

XENIA: Ah well, what’s the use of casting things up at each 
other now, ... 

ABBESS MELANIA; Mercy on us! I envied her, she says! I? 

XENIA : How about Prokdfii? Perhaps we shouldn’t call him 
in? 

ABBESS MELANIA; Why not? We sent for him, we agreed on 
it — and then all of a sudden — ^you don’t want him ! Don’t 
meddle with me. Go and get him ready and bring him in. 
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Taiss^a! [taissya comes m from the vesiibule-'\ Well, what 
have you got to say? 

taissya: I couldn’t find out anything, [xenia leaves the 
room.\ 

ABBESS MELANIA: Why? 
taissya: She won’t say anything, 

ABBESS MELANIA! What do you mean, she won’t say any- 
thing? You ought to have pressed her. 
taissya: I did, but she only splutters like a cat — and abuses 
everybody. 

ABBESS melania: Abuses everybody? What does she say? 
taissya: Calls them all crooks- 
abbess melania: Why? 

taissya: She says you only want to drive the fellow crazy. 
ABBESS melania: She Said that to you ? 
taissya: No, to Propettei the Blessed. 

ABBESS melania: And what does he say? 
taissya: He’s sitting there, making up funny sayings. . . . 
ABBESS melania: Funny sayings? Eh . . . dunderhead! 
He’s a fanatic, those are prophesies, fool! Sit down in the 
vestibule and don’t stir from there. . . .Was there anyone 
else in the kitchen? 
taissya: Mokei. . . . 

ABBESS melania: Well, go along now. . . , [Goes uf to 
BULiCHOv’s door and knocks. ^ Yegori, the Blessed Pro- 
kofii’s here. 

[xenia and bashkin escort the Blessed PROPOTTEI into the 
room. He wears bast sandals^ a long unbleached linen shirt 
that reaches to his ankles ^ and a number of brass crosses and 
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small icons on his chest. His appearance is rather terrifying: 
his hair is thick and matted^ his beard long^ narrow and 
stragglingy his movements are convulsive and jerky S\ 

PROPOTTEi: Ugh, what a stink of tobacco smoke ! It’d smo-ther 
your very soul. . . . 

XENIA; Nobody’s smoked in here. . . . 

[PROPO'FTEI blows in imitation of the winter wind^ 

ABBESS MELANIA: Here, hold on, wait till he comes out. . . , 

BULICHOV \led cut of his bedroom by glaphira] : Ah, so 
that’s you, is it? Look who’s here now! 

PROPOTTEi: Be not afraid! Fear not! {Blows again.] AU 
is ashes, all must pass! ^^Grisha the monk climbed higher 
and higher, till he bumped his head on the ceiling. The devil 
was waiting and watching his dealing, and dragged him 
off into the fire.” 

BULICHOV: This is all about Rasputin, is it? 

PROPOTTEi; The tsar is dethroned, his kingdom is going to 
ruin; from now on sin, death and stinking foulness will 
reign! Oo-oh! the blizzard howls, oo-oh! die melting of 
the snows and the filthy roads. [Imitates the whistling of 
the wind. Points to glaphira with his staff.] The Devil 
in female form is close beside you. Drive her away! 

BULICHOV: I’ll drive you away; that’s what I’ll do! Gab 
if you like, but know when to stop. Was it you, Melania, 
who taught him all this? 

abbess MELANIA: What things you think of? Can the mad 
be taught? 

BULICHOV: It looks as if they could. . . . 

[sHURA comes running downstedrs followed by ANTONINA and 
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TYATIN. Then the zvontsovs and the DvXTIGAYEVs come 
down, PROPO'rTFJ draws signs on the floor and in the air 
with his staffs but says nothing, Sta^ids thoughtfully with 
bent head.] 

SHURA [runTiing up to her father ] : Now what’s all this? 
What kind of a show is it? 

ABBESS MELANIA: You hold your tongue! 

PROPOTTEI [as if speaking with difficulty] : No sleep for the 
heretic, but the clock goes, tick, tick — a tick. If there was 
a God . . . and if ... He could , . . and He would 
... no, no. . . . And . . . whose misfortune? Play, 
Satan, you’ve been given ... a free hand! Midnight 
strikes, the cock crows, cock-a-doodle-doo! . . . Tick, tick, 
tick-tick . . . here’s the end of a heretic! 

BULiCHOv: Very nice j they taught you well, I must say, , . . 

ABBESS MELANIA: Don’t interrupt, Yegor, don’t interrupt, I 
tell you. ... 

PROPOTTEI: What shall we do? What sliall wc tell people? 

ANTONINA [regretfully]: Oh, but he isn’t a bit terrible. 

No. . . . 

PROPOTTEI: They’ve killed a nit and sung a mass for it. 

. . . But maybe we ought to dance? Come on then, we’ll 
dance, to you — ^and to ourselves. [Stamps his feet^ hum- 
ming softly at first y then louder and capers about,] Astaroth, 
Sabatan, Askafat, Idume, Neumc. ... If you can’t you’re 
done, bim, bom, knock your head against the wall! Aye 
. . , piiF, biff — what do you sniff? Hokey pokey, ain’t it 
smoky! Satan’s a-playing with his own-own-own, here in 
the world he’s all alo-lo-lone! Zakatama the witch got him 
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in her loins, the bitch! He can’t get away from sin and forni- 
cation, it’s plain that Yegorro was born for sorrow. . . . 
SHUFA l^screammg'l : Oh! Chase him out of here! 

BULICHOV : So you — want to frighten me, devil take you! 
ZVONTSOV: This disgusting scene ought to be stopped. . . , 
[glaphira runs up to propottei, whereupon hcy without 
pausing in his gyrations y tries to strike her with his stickl\ 
propottei: Hie, heck, hoc, hack! Evil spirit, turn you back! 

[tyatin sfmtches the stick from PROpottei^s hand.] 
ABBESS MELANIA: What are you doing? Who are you — 
to. . . . 

SHURA: Father, send them all away. . . . Why do you sit 
and say nothing? 

BULICHOV [with an impatient gesture] : Wait . . . wait. 
[propottei jiir down on the floor y blowing and screeching.'f 
ABBESS MELANIA: He mustn’t be touched! He’s under a spell 
of inspiration, he’s gone into ecstasy! 

DOSTIGAYEV: For going into ecstasies like that, Mother Mel- 
ania, he should get it in the neck. 

ZVONTSOV: Get up! And clear out — quick now! 

PROPOTTEI: Eh . . . where? [Imitates the howling of the 
wind again.] 

[xENiA begms to cryj] 

ELIZAVETA: Doesn’t he do that well ... in two perfectly 
different voices! 

BULICHOV: Out with the whole lot of you. . , , You’ve done 
enough gaping here. ... 

SHURA [stamping her foot at the half-wit] : Go away, you 
horrible creature! Stepa, chase him out! 
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TYATIN [taking PROPOTTEI by the back of the neck’l : Come 
along, saint, up with you! [Both exit.’] 
taissya: He wasn’t really very frightening today. He can 
make it much more awful .than that — ^if he’d been given a 
drop of vodka. . . . 

ABBESS MELANIA: You! How — dare you — blab? [Gives the 
girl a resounding slap on the cheekJ\ 

ZVONTSOV: You ought to be ashamed of yourself! 

ABBESS MELANIA: What? Before you? 

VARVARA: Calm yourself, auntie. . . . 

XENIA: Heavens above) . . . What’s all this, anyhow? 
[sHURA and GLAPHIRA help BULICHOV to lie down on the 
couch. DOSTiGAYEV Stands looking at him attentively. The 
ZVONTSOVS lead away xenia and abbess melania.] 
DOSTIGAYEV [to his wife] : Let’s go home, Liza, let’s go home. 
Bulichov’s in a bad way. Very bad. And there’s the demon- 
stration. ... We ought to join it. 

ELIZAVETA; How did he manage to imitate the wind like 
that, eh? I’ve never imagined anything like it. 

BULICHOV [to shura] : The Abbess thought it all out . , . 
this. . . . 

shura : Are you feeling bad ? 

BULICHOV: She. . . . It’s something hke hearing the burial 
service . . . before a man’s dead. . . . 
shura: Tell me . . . are you feeling worse? Shall I 
send for the doctor? 

BULICHOV: No, you needn’t. He put it in himself — the clown 
— that bit about the kingdom. . . . ‘‘If there was a God, 
and if He could”, . . you heard him? But He can’t! 
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SHURA : You must forget all this. . , . 

BULICHOV : We’ll forget it all right! You ought to go and 
have a look at what they’re all doing. ... See that they 
don’t do Glaphira any harm. . , . What’s all that singing 
in the street? 

SHURA: You mustn’t get up! 

BULICHOV: And it’ll come to ruin — ^the kingdom where 
everything’s foul and stinks. ... I can’t sec anything. . . . 

l^RtseSy and clinging to the table with one handy rubs his 
eyes,^ ^^Thy kingdom come!”. . . What kingdom? 
Beasts 5 Kingdom. . . . ^^Our father, which art. . . 

No . . . that’s no good. What sort of a father are you 
to me, if you’ve condemned me to death? For what? 
Everyone dies? But why? Well, let them all — But why 
should I? Well? What is it, Yegor? [Shouts 

hoarselyJ\ Shura . . . Glakha ... the doctor! Hey, 
somebody — devils! Yegor . . . Bulichov . . . Yegor! 

[sHURAj GLAPHTRA, TYATIN and TAISSYA run to BULICHOV 
who sways and almost jails as he tries to go to them. Outside 
the window the singing grows louder and heartier, gla- 
phira and TYATIN suffort BULICHOV. SHURA darts over 
to the window and ofens it. The singing bursts into the 
room^ 

bulichov: What is it? The burial service — again — singing 
me out of the world! Shura! Who is it? 

SHURA: Come over here, come on and look! 

bulichov: Eh, Shura. . . . 

CURTAIN 
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ACT ONE 


A musical 'prelude . . . surging^ over- 
whelming in its mighty grief. Wild out- 
bursts of exultation. Sounds of human 
movement. Anguished cries of ^^Why? 
WhyP^ Frantic searchings for a^iswers 
. . . the finding of them. 

Fhere were eighty -five thousand of us 
Baltic sailors^ and forty thousand more on 
the Black Sea. We^ tooy searched for an- 
swers. ... And here are two of the 
sailors and their talk. 

THE first: [surveying those who have come to see the 
Tragedy’l ; Who’re these people? 

THE second: Why, that’s the audience. They’re our de- 
scendants. That’s our future sitting out there, man — don’t 
you remember how we used to eat our heai*ts out, on the 
ships, wishing we could see it some time, this future of ours? 

THE first: Mighty interesting to see the future come to life. 
I guess there must be a thousand of ’em here, all staring at 
us. . . . Ahoy, you out there — ^haven’t you ever seen a 
sailor before? 

THE second: They’re keeping mum. They’ve come here 
to watch heroic deeds, and see heroic people. 

THE first: Then let ’em look at one another! 

THE second: What a polite silence! Can’t somebody stand 

83 


6 * 



Act I 


AN OPTIMISTIC TRAGEDY 


up and say something? [To a ferson in the audience,^ You 
there, comrade — ^you with the frown. This isn’t the War 
Commissariat — ^it’s a theatre. . . . Maybe you think a 
War Commissariat and a theatre have diflterent purposes 
tonight? Aha, you don’t think so! — ^Well, come on then, 
let’s get started! [Recites y like a fr elude to a 'poemJ] Lay 
aside the affairs of the evening. The sailor’s regiment trav- 
elled its road to the end. Now it turns to you — ^to posterity. 

[Slouflyy with heavy rumblings y colossal armour-flcdes swing 
open upon a cloudlesSy incandescent dayy its glare unbear'- 
able for Northern eyes. The face of the earth quivers in 
the heat. The regiment is marching on an ancient road. 
The dazzling light is intensified by the white uniforms the 
regiment wears. The men move down and array themselves 
like a huge chorus y facing the audience,'] 

THE SECOND [now chorus-leader] : Each one of these 
men had a family. Each one of them had a woman who 
loved him. When the women were widowed they grew 
to love other men just as much. This is life. It does not 
die. Many of .them had children. They are here tonight. 
And each of these men thought dimly of the coming 
generation. Eighteen years ago that was hard to imagine~ 
but now it has grown up, this generation, and sits here 
strong and real. Hello, new generation! These fighters 
did not ask you to mourn their deaths. Whole armies 
of such fighters were laid away under the sod in the great 
Civil War but your hearts didn’t stop beating. Life does 
not die. Why, men can laugh and eat their dinners over the 
graves of their fellow-men. And this is beautiful! When 
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our boys lay dying they’d say, ^^Keep smiling! Look lively, 
Revolution! ” As I said, this regiment turns to posterity. But 
don’t think you’ve come to a funeral — ^jiist forget all that, 
the crepe and the last sad rites. We’re only asbng you 
to sit here tonight and think about, and understand, the 
meaning that struggle and death really have for us. And so, 
it begins when. . . . 

[The lights dim . , . evening shadows criss-cross the deck of a 
great battleship. The sed?s silence is full of immeasurable 
melancholy that only music can express. The Little Finn, 
VAINONEN, be gins. 1 

vainonen: Sunset, and not a soul to say a kind word to a 
lonesome sailor. 

[His despair^ his foreign accent ^ his eyes from which tears 
trickle for no reason other than the vast inchoate stillness 
of the world ... all this touches the heart. And suddenly y 
shattenng the silence ^ and shocking every one y a Russian 
drill-master^ s voice. ] 

THE VOICE [bellowing '\ : ^Tcnn-shunn! Heels together, toes 
apart! Riiii-ght dress! Front! 

[The LITTLE FINN is rudely brought back to reality. “] 

vainonen: What’s that son-of-a-bitch doing there? Does 
he think the old regime is back? [He draws himself upy 
scowling fiercely in the direction from which the bullying 
commands are heard.'\ Pipe down over there! Three hun- 
dred years of that is enough. 

THE voice: Left face! Right face! 

vainonen: Shut up, I say! We’re sick of that! Saatana! 
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[spotty, a fock-’TJiarked sailor comes uf calmly and deliber-^ 
ately and stands beside KimJ\ 

spotty: Don’t get excited. Let him alone. He’s brought a 
woman on board, stripped her naked, and is marching her 
up and down. He just loves teaching military drill to naked 
women. 

THE voice: About face! Forward march! Halt! 

Vainonen': Sdatana! I’ll cut his throat! 

\^Able teaman of the Baltic Fleets ALEXEI, whose throat the 
LITTLE FINN Wants to cuty strolls nonchalantly out from a 
gangway,'] 

ALEXEI : Ah, Vainonen. . . . Feeling lonesome? 

want a woman? {^Shouting into the dark gangway y where 
the woman is standing,] Stand up straight, dearie, and keep 
still. I didn’t give the command ^‘At ease.” Well, Vainonen, 
I’m making you an offer. 

[As he listens y the little FINN cuts curly shavings of the 
wooden table with his ^^'pukkcd^ — an eight-inch Finnish 
knife,] 

VAiNoifJEN: It ain’t right. 

ALEXEI: What ain’t right? 

vainonen; To do that to a woman. 

ALEXEI: Why ain’t it right? And what is right, anyway? 
[Draws his revolver,] Blowing people’s brains out with 
this thingamajig, maybe? But over there — [Pointing to 
the gangway where the womany rifle on shoulder y stands 
dim in the deef shadow] — ^in the first place you’ve got com- 
fort, in the second place some nice loving, and in the third 
place — she’s making a living at it! 
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Vainonen; So you’ve turned into a philosopher, have you? 
ALEXEI: Now tell me — ^what is right? . . . [Sharfly,’] Be- 
fore, I used to know it all, straight out of the hand-book. 
It was right to obey orders, right to honour your parents, 
right to love your bride, right to pray to God. All perfectly 
clear. Oh, everything was ship-shape in those days and I 
was an able seaman. And to be a seaman was right, too. 
But now? What is right, now? 
spotty: Say, what’s eatin’ you? 

ALEXEI: I’m looking for .the truth, that’s all. 
spotty: You ain’t the first. 

ALEXEI: I spend an hour or so playing hell with that little angel 
over there, and then I sit up all night talbng with her about 
life. . . . Now you tell me, what does ^‘right” mean, 
these days. 

vainonen: Right — ^that’ll be when everything’s all right for 
everybody. When there’s Socialism, 

ALEXEI: How do you mean — ^‘everybody?” 
vainonen: Well, later on, after a few years. Then it’ll be 
all right. It’s for the sake of the future that everybody’s 
been torn up by the roots. 

alexei: For everyhoiy} Will be? Everything is going to be, 
in the hereafter, like in the Holy Scriptures? But as 
for me — ^I’d just like to have a look, even once, at what is 
— not what’s going to be, y’understand, but what is. As 
it is, everybody’s trading on the future. They shovel out this 
talk by the ton, ho end to it. [To the darkened gangway, ’\ 
Steady, darling, stand at attention like a good little girl, , . . 
Well, all right then, suppose I grant you everybody*!! have 
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it hunky-dory some day. But what about the guys who’ll 
get shot? 

vainonen; They shall be remembered forever! 

ALEXEi: Thanks for nothing. You’re a big comfort. 
vainonen: 7'here’s nothing funny about it, you damn fool! 
Those who die in this re volution* will be dying like human 
beings, like men, for the first time. Up to now we’ve been 
driven to slaughter like sheep in the stockyards — man-meat, 
tripe, two kopeks a pound. ... 

ALEXEI : That’s enough, I see your point. So everything’s going 
to be all right, is it? 

vainonen: Yes. . . , \_He sfeaks a little more calmly y though 
still excited y and somewhat derisively 
ALEXEI: Oh, yes? You mean to say some day there’ll be 
no more need to fight for anything? Is that it? Humanity 
simply arrives where it was bound for, eh? — just let down 
the gangplank and go ashore ? Port of destination, the rosy 
future! And say — ^tell me — ^will a fellow be able to grab 
onto this future with his hands and feel the heft of it? 
spotty: If you and me are gone there’ll be others to feel of it. 
ALEXEI: E-e-e-ekh^ A man never gets anywhere, he just goes 
on and on.’ We’ll never reach port, and neither will any- 
one else. You sail through this world without making 
any stops. Nobody, anywhere, has ever yet reached the 
end. And this discovery was first made by me, Able Sea- 
man Alexei.’ Write that down. [To the woman.'] You’re 
dismissed, little “angel. Still at attention? Order arms! 
[Thumf oj a rifle-^butt droffed on the ‘deckJ] Stand at 
ease! Fall out, have a smoke, and go ashore. But wait n 
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bit — ni just say goodbye to you. [^And he goes out to take 
his leave of the woma^i,] 
spotpy: No use arguing with him. 
vainonen: There are them as will. You find that kind. 
spotty: Where’d he come from anyway? 
vainonen: From the Pacific! He was in America. Jumped 
ship somewhere. 

spoTTv: Thinks a lot about life. 

Vainonen [contempuously] : An anarchist! 

[The LITTLE FINN szts moUonless. In the dusk sailors affear 
and drift gloomily about, Someone sings the mournful song 
of the dying stoker » . . .] 

^I’m done for, buddies, I can^t stand watch,’ 

Sighed the stoker’s mate to the oiler, 

^The fire in my furnace has gone clean out 
And there’s no more, steam in my boiler.’ ” 

[In rushes Able teaman of the Baltic Fleet ^ ALEXEI. Everyone 
becomes silent,'\ 

ALEXEI Ijiudh suffressed fury]: Sailors of the battle fleet! 

» Anarchists!' Danger! 
vainonen: Where? What’s up? 

TALL sailor: Danger? 
spotty: Stand from under! 

[An excited buzz of voices follows the cry of alarm. 'All 
crowd around ALEXEI shouting Where? 'What?' Who?^^\ 
alExei [gloomily y his back to the crowd] : A commissar has 
been appointed to our ship. 
tall sailor: Hf^h time! ‘ * ' ' • , ' 
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vainonen: He’ll explain to you about life now! 

[/w the crowd of waitings Ustefiing men someone ones omin^ 
ouslyy they dordt trust us any more?^^ A t this the men 
seem to see ^^Therrd^ they hold guilty y and their bodies grow 
tense in eagerness to strike. Suddenly the hum of voices dies 
away y the tension is relaxed. The men change their fositionSy 
growing quieter and quieter. They back uf making way, 
A ruddy y long^hdredy broad-shouldered man is coming 
closer and closer. Wordlessly y he dominates them. This is 
the anarchist CHIEF. In the sMlness he 'puts a deliberatCy 
low-voiced question!\ 
chief: Why the noise? 

FOGHORN \the CHiEF^s right-hand man]: Answer! 

ALEXEI: They’ve sent us a commissar! 
chief: That’s nothing to howl about. What party does he 
belong to? 

ALEXEI: The government Party. The Bolsheviks. 
chief: He’ll get used to us. We’ll take him in hand and 
bring him up right. 

\_A WOMAN enters and approaches the tensey silent crowd of 
men. That she should appear aboard this ship at this time 
seems impossible and unbelievable; surely she will shrivel 
at the very first questions hurled at her by these rough 
voices. But the men stand looking her up and downy not 
deigning to ask questions,] 

ALEXEI: I’d advise this here commissar — 
chief: I’d advise you not to give me advice. [Pause,] You 
talk too much. 

[The WOMAN, divining who is leader in this moby goes up to 
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the CHIEF anti hands him a fafer. He reads . looks 

hard at the woman^ reads the pafer a second timc,^ 
chief: So it’s you that’s been sent to be our commissar? 

\With a quick nod the WOMAN gives him to understand that 
this is so clear there is no need even to speak oj it. Nearby y a 
sailor^ s mouth plops ope7i in amazement,'] 

A voice: Well I’ll be. . . . 

[The chief reaches out deliberately and with his big fist 
chucks shut the sailor^ s sagging jaw,] 
chief: You’re a Social-Democrat — a Bolshevik? 
woman: Yes. 
chief: Been one long? 
woman: Since nineteen-sixteen. 

chief: Hm. . . . Well, let’s live together. . . . Make 
yourself at home, start your good work. [To the sailorsy 
who are crowding around them,] Stand back! Don^t bother 
her! 

[The men slowly withdredwy craning their necks as they gOy 
staring at the w'OMAN.] 

chief: Maybe you’d like someone to help you with your 
baggage? 

si^OTTY : Ain’t no porters any more, you know. 
woman: I’ll manage. 

[They leave her alone on the deck,] 

[Silence,] 

;[/f new figure appears — a typical naval officer. Not know- 
' ing the situatiohy he is surprised; hut he sees a woman and 
so hastens to offer his services,] 
officer: Permit me to assist you. 
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\Ec carries her one small suitcase jorward from the tof of the 
gangway y studying her with lively curiosity.'] 

OFFICER {lowering his voice] : Have you come to visit one of 
the officers of this — er — former battleship? 
woman: I — 

OFFICER {bowing] : Lieutenant Behring. {Begins confiden- 
tially and somewhat surprised at his own words.] I have 
been sent here as commander. {He doffs his caf, stoop 
to kiss her handy which he takes himself rather than is 
givenl] 

woman: I am the Bolshevik Commissar appointed to this 
ship. Don’t call yourself ‘‘lieutenant” any more. 

{She sfeaks with comfelling simplicity. Neither the unexpected- 
ness nor the awkwardness of the situation embarrass the 
OFFICER. He draws himself up calmly y replaces his capy 
andy saluting more from force of habit than from any in- 
tention to do her honour y continues the conversation — but 
in a voice infinitely far removed from the cordial ^^society^^ 
tone in which he had begun.] 

officer: Arrived ready to report for duty. War Seaman 
Behring. 

{Both turn at the sound vf a threatening mutter and a com- 
motion arising from the bowels of the ship. After a few 
seconds the LITTLE appears y backing slowly y ^^pukkcd^ 

in handy retreating before someone to whom he speaks 
with pent-up fury .] ‘ 

vainonen: Don’t you dare! Don’t you dare. . . , {Point- 
ing to the woman.] You want her, too, do you? Sdatana! 

{Two men are advancing upon Kim — ^ALEXEI, and hi^ ar- 
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comflice^ a squat man. Soundlessly y with eyes and Up aloney 
they are trying to break the little finn^s resistance. 
Hunched ufy knije in handy he stands between them and 
the WOMAN. They advance ufon hirriy overfower himy fling 
him far aside,] 

vainonen: We won’t leave her like this! 

\He pcks himself ,uf and rushes out to get helf. The woman 
is on the alert,] 

officer: Evidently you have some Party matters to discuss. 
Perhaps I’d better go. 

[alexei fays no attention to the officer^ whom he considers 
too insignificant to notice. He swaggers up to the WOMAN.] 

alexei: Let’s get married, comrade. . . . What are you 
surprised at? Love is a highly respectable affair. We’ll 
be reproducing our spedes and having a hell of a good 
time doing it. 

officer: What on earth is going on here? [To alexei.] 
Listen, you — 

COMMISSAR [to the officer] : Please go away, Comrade 
Commander. We’ll have a talk by ourselves. This com- 
rade is interested in the marriage question. 

[Obeyingy but no longer understanding anythingy the former 
officer withdraws,] 

alexei: Again I say, let’s have some fornication, comrade 
representative from headquarters. And you’d better make 
it snappy, because the next man is getting up steam, and 
there are plenty more waiting their turn below decks. 

[The COMMISSAR senses not so much the meaning of the words 
as the nature of the situation. Each movement of the men 
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is met by a scarcely ferceftible counter-move on her 'part^'\ 
ALEXEI: Now then — ? 

IFrom all sides ihe anarchists are advancing slowly out of the 
gloom J\ 

SAILOR \sin^ng^ to the commissar] : 

‘‘In the scent of the blossoming lilacs, 

I shall kiss you more hotly, my dear.” 

\_Hollow laughter from the men,] Pretty lady, have pity 
on the needy in their 'want. ... I want to sleep with 
you. 

SAILOR [off-stage]: Hey will you be through there soon? 
[Comes in carrying a bed-sheet,] What are you staring at? 
Flop down on that deck! 
commissar: Comrades — 

ALEXEI [mockingly] : — ^and fellow workers! 
commissar: Comrades — 

sailor [threateningly] : Say, who do you think youVe come 
to live with, anyway, Miss Commissar? 

[Out of the ofen hatchway suddenly nses the naked torso of a 
huge man horribly tattooed,] 

[Silence,] 

commissar: You’re not joking? You really want to try me? 
HALF-NAKED GIANT: We don’t joke here! [Leap out of the 
hatch at her,] 
commissar; Neither do we! 

[And a bullet from the commissar’s tmy revolver fierces his 
belly. The sailors scuttle backwards,] 
commissar: Now then. . • does anyone else want a try at 
the. Commissar’s body? [To the nearest,] Do you? [To 
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another Do you? \To a third,'] Do you? [Not allozu^ 
ing time for a counter-hlow to develof, the commissar 
advances ufon them with her revolver in hand,] Nobody, 
eh? And why not? [The commissar checks herself ^ and 
after a moments silence ^ which she needs to quiet the thumf^ 
ing of her hearty sfeaks,] See here, men — ^when I feel 
the need — and I’m a normal, healthy woman — I’ll 
manage, all right, don’t worry. That’s not so hard, and 
I certainly don’t need a whole drove of stallions to urge 
me on. 

SPOTTY [with an ingratiating giggle]: Now you’re talkin’! 

[VAINONEN rushes in. With him are the tall sailor, the 
OLD SAILOR, and two others,] 

VAINONEN: Steady, Commissar! We’U help you! 

commissar: No need to. Everything’s all right here. 

[The men turn away and grow quiet ^ for the anarchist 
chief is affroaching. He enters without haste. Exchange 
of glances. The chief looks at the corfse. He kicks it. It 
slides down the ladder out of sighty thudding dully on rung 
after rung to the bottom. The chief looks at the com- 
missar,] 

chief: I hope you’ll excuse him. He was just a brute — ^what 
could you expect of him? 

ALEXEI: Let’s go. 

commissar: Members of the Communist Party, and sym- 
pathizers, will remain here. 

FOGHORN [instantly farrying]: You can’t do that — ^we’re 
having a general meeting, 

[Without wasting words the chief’s henchman advances 
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- ufon thase who ham remained behind in accordance with 
the coMMlssAR^s calL He shoulders up to the TAI.L SAILOR, 
whose face wears an expression both haughty and scornfuL] 
foghorn: Oh^ so we -have a Communist sympathizer here, 
have we? 

TALL sailor: And not the only one by a damn sight. 
[foghorn and another henchman jostle and drive away all 
the men but the LITTLE FINN, %uho obstinately dodges and 
remains behind. He is left alone on the vast sweep of empty 
deckJ\ 

commissar: You’re all alone? 
vainonen: You’re alone, too, Commissar. 
commissar: And the Party? 

blackout 

Enter the chorus-leaders of the 
regiment. 

1ST chorus-leAder: Let me ask you — do you remember how 
many Communists there were in the Red Army and Navy 
in those days? Come now! try to remember, you who were 
there! [Pause.l There were two hundred and eighty thou- 
sand. That was half the Party membership. Every second 
.Communist was under fire at the front. And every Com- 
munist who remained behind was under fire too, whether 
>'he was in^the city, or in Uie* country, for in class war there 
is no rear, the front is everywhere*. And the casuality lists-^ 
among the wounded Communists, Vladimir Ilyich Lenin-, 
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among the killed, Volodarsky, Uritsky, the twenty-six com- 
missars of Baku, whole regional committees, whole Party 
organizations wiped out to the last man. But did the Party 
flinch ? 

2ND chorus-leader: Can anyone stop a Party like this, or 
prevent its work — a Party that is armed, bold, flexible, that 
has roused the whole W'orking class. A Party that has created 
the Soviet Unio'n, the great rallying point for all the best 
elements in the human race. A Party that has created unity 
of proletarian will in a struggle that is both “bloody and 
bloodless, both violent and peaceful” — a struggle won against 
all the forces of the old world. \^Pause.‘\ Those who make 
bold to match their strength against a Party like this, against 
our country — they will be smashed, will be annihilated! 

BLACKOUT 

The stage is emfty. Enter the anarchist 
CHIEF, followed by his hoarse-voiced 
henchman, foghorn, and Alexei. A 
heavy silence, electric with wariness. 

ALEXEI: She^s beginning to collect all kinds of people around 
her. 

foghorn: We’ll settle their hash for them soon enough. 
Sssh! — here comes the Finn. [To the Finn as he f asses.'] 
Hey you, big Party member, come here a minute! 

vainonen: I’m coming. I love to hear your angel voice — it 
sounds just like a nightingale, 
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FOGHORN [controlling himseljl : What was she talking about 
in there? 

VAINONEN [in a mocJung singsong^ : Oh, she was just talking. 

[Grinning j he strolls leisurely off. The sound of his footfalls 
dies away.l 

ALEXEI: Did you ever hear tell of such a woman in all 
your born days? 

foghorn: She ought to be chopped up into dog-meat. 

chief: Pipe down, you! [Pause. 1 Anyone who touches her 
now — [A gesture of finality. '\ Suppose we do toss her over- 
board? They’ll simply send us another commissar. Can’t 
you get that through your heads? [Thinks a moment.] 
And everybody seems to like this one. Why, come to think 
of it, this woman is really very valuable to us! 

ALEXEI : Since when did you start thinking that way? 

CHIEF [not deigning to re fly] : And she’s a mighty trim little 
ship too. When I look into her eyes, I can just feel 
that she and I are going to understand each other. I’ll 
bet she’s got a leaning toward anarchism . . . knows 
her own mind. 

ALEXEI: I’ll try her out on that — Cleave it to me. 

foghorn: Haw-haw-haw! Go on — offer her one of Kro- 
potkin’s pamphlets. 

COMMISSAR [enterings looking around] : Why didn’t you 
tell me you were going to hold a meeting, comrades? Still, 
now that we’re all here. . . . While you’re about it, ask 
the new commander to come, too. Who’ll go and call 
him? 
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COMA^issAR [noticing a movemsfit down the hatchway ’] : 
Hello, down below! Anybody there? [A stout grey-haired 
man in unijorm clambers fuffing out oj the hatchway ,] 
Come here. Who are you, comrade? 

THE MAN [in a sepulchral voice] ; I am the Bo’sun. 

[foghorn lets out a husky guffaw.] 
commissar: The Bo’sun? Go on — no bo^sun ever spoke in 
a voice like that. Once again now — who are you? 

BO’sUN [scenting something and abruptly assuming his best 
naval manner]: Former boatswain of the warship Em- 
peror Paul the First, Comrade Commissar! 

[ ALEXEI grunts with surprise.] 
commissar: Ah, now I see you really are the Bo’siin. Go 
and ask the new commander to come here at once. 
BO^sun: Aye, Aye. [On second thought^ turns apprehensively 
to the anarchist chief, chief nods assent.] . . 
commissar: Well? 

BO^sun: Fetch the new commander, it is. [Exit.] 
foghorn [to the commissar]: You sure know how to get 
along with us. 
commissar: Yes. 

foghorn: The female sex certainly has a refining influence 
on men’s manners- 

commissar; That’s fine. Then everything’s all right. 

[the commander enters and makes a vague gesture of 
salute.] 

commissar: Get acquainted, comrades. 

[Exchange of hostile glances. Muttering, Vague hand move~ 
ments.] 
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commissar: Acquainted? Well then, let’s get down to busi- 
ness. [To the Commander. "I Read out the order. 

COMMANDER [drawing an official fafer from his breast 
focket ]^ : Order: “Effective today. The name of the crew 
Tree Anarchist Revolutionary Detachment’ is abolished. 
The crew is hereby reorganized into a regular regiment 
of three battalions. The regiment is to be called ‘The 
First Naval Regiment.’ ” [Ref laces the fafer.~\ The regi- 
ment will be commanded by me. 

ALEXEI [bursts out \ : Say, evidently you haven’t heard what 
happened to His Majesty Tsar Nicholas the Second, out in 
the Ural Mountains, the other day? 

COMMISSAR ; I’ll tell you all about what happened to the person 
you mention, when we’ve got a minute to spare. [Ti? the 
COMMANDER.] Generally speaking, this comrade — [nods 
at ALEXEi] — has a remarkable thirst for knowledge. Last 
time, if you remember, he was making a study of the mar- 
riage question [To ALEXEI.] Were you satisfied with 
the explanation you got? 

[SiLenceJ\ 

commissar: That seems to be all for the present. The de- 
tachment — ^we’U call it the regiment from now on — ^is 
simply bubbling over with strength and energy. [To 
ALEXEI.] That’s true, isn’t it? [PauseJ\ Tomorrow we 
leave for the front — ^that’s an addition to the order. [To the 
anarchist chief.] At the front you’ll really have an op- 
portunity to use your experience and abilities — don’t you 
think? [To the commander.] Issue the necessary orders. 
Dismissed. 
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commander: Aye, aye, 
commissar: Bo’sun, you may go. 

Bo’suN l^with a sidelong glance at the CHIEF] : Aye, aye. 
\When the BO^suN and the COMMANDER have gone offy the 
CHIEF rises and strolls deliberately over to the commissar.] 
chief: Maybe we could have a little talk with you? 
commissar: Let’s. 

\The four of them sit down at a table, Offresslve silence,'] 
ALEXEI: If you two are through talking. . . . Sort of un- 
fortunate choice your Central Committee made — or who- 
ever it is that does the appointing where you come from. 
Now in the Army, for instance, you’ d’ve been just fine, 
really fine. 

commissar: I’ve worked in the Army, too. 

\The chief, his henchman and ALEXEI exchange glances,] 
foghorn: Aw, you did, did you? 

ALEXEI: You’re pretty young for your job, we’re thinking. 
Why, your nursie was wheeling you around the garden in 
a baby-carriage when he — [with a familiar y yet deferential 
gesture toward the chief] — ^was serving a hard-labour sen- 
tence in Siberia for leading a peasant uprising. , , ,[A fause 
while all four aff raise this fact.] It’s damned hard — ^now 
don’t get me wrong on this — ^it’s hard, psj'-chologically, I 
mean, this contrast [gesture] between you and us, see? 
Wc can't get over it. , , , [Drazving his powerful frame 
uf> to full height,] Just compare now, really, you and us. 
We’re a bunch of bums — ^in the good old sea-farin’ sense, 
I mean — ^bummed our way all over the world, broke out 
of jail, went through the war, been taken prisoner, . . , 
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FOGHORN [grasfing the commissar’s hand’] : And had syph- 
ilis twice — first time the European sort, then the American 
kind. . . . 

commissar: What of it? We have to work with the men 
weVe got, not with some kind of imaginary people. By and 
large it looks like the men in our regiment are a good lot of 
fighters, with plenty of spirit. With men like that — 
ALEXEI [interrufting] : . . . Men who have forgotten once 
and for all how to click their heels and salute some 
stuffed shirt! \W alk% minclngly uf and down^ acting a 
farody.] ‘‘Yes, Comrade Commissar” — “No complaints, 
Comrade Commissar” — “Please ])ardon me. Comrade 
Commissar” — “Hip, hip, hurrah. Comrade Commissar” — 
maybe that’s what you’re looking for here ? 

FOGHORN [touching the commissar’s hand again and sfeak-- 
mg intimately]’: With us, lady, life is something all busted 
and mangled. That’s what barracks and prisons do to a 
man. . • * They put us on these damn boats, soaked us in 
rotten booze, tattooed things all over us — ^and you — ^now 
you come around trying to feed us your “class-consciousness” 
mush by the spoonful. . . • What are you hanging around 
here for, lady, when all we want is to live the rest of our 
lives as we damn well please. ... Or stop a bullet and find 
peace. [Falls silent for a moment,] Only inside here — [taf^- 
fing himself on the chest] — ^there’s a wish left, a sort of 
. feeling — ^that people should live cleaner — ^in body and in 
soul. But you—yesw want to be teaching us th'ngs, to be 
sitting in judgment over us, when all we know is that it’s 
high time for us. to. croak. 
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commissar: I’m not against learning from you — ^if I can. 
chief: That’s line! But you might explain one thing: Aren’t 
we anarchists ready to give our lives for the Revolution? We 
are! But then this Bolshevik Party of yours, that’s taken 
over the government, wants to lay down all sorts of rules 
and conditions for us — for us, who are laying down our 
lives. It looks mighty fishy. What’s the idea, anyway? 
commissar: It’s very simple. We Bolsheviks know where 
we’re going and how to get there. We fix the conditions 
and people accept them. If people didn’t accept them, we 
couldn’t fix them. 

ALEXEI: Maybe you’ll teach us how to die, too, eh? 
commissar: If it comes to that, you’ll see. 
chief: Yes, yes. . , . {^Changing his tone,"] Now listen, 
please don’t hold it against my boys, the way they treated 
you when you’d just arrived. They didn’t understand, that 
was all. 

commissar: What’s the good of raking up the past? I’m wfll- 
ing to let by-go nes be by-gones. 

ALEXEI [sfringmg uf"] : What a pair of god-damned hypo- 
crites you two are ! Makes me sick, looking at you — or at 
myself either, for that matter. [To the chief, then to the 
commissar.] You’re lying! And you're lying, too! \To the 
commissar.] Listen to this. [Points to the chief.] It was 
he who set us on to you, that first day you came. ‘‘Scare 
the life out of’ her”* — that’s what he said. 
chief [laughing^ but at the same time only half suf pressing a 
nervous twitching of his face] : He’s just joking. 
commissar: Sure, I know, he’s a great joker. 
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ALEXEI: Joking, am I? Listening to you two makes me 
want to take a knife, cut my brains out, and rinse them clean 
again. . . . What am I doing here, anyway, with you 
scum? \_Pause. Then to the commissar.] And you, too, 
sitting there all calm and pretty, talking everything over, 
being so damn wise and modest. , . . ‘‘I’m ready to learn 
from j^ou. ...” “I understand. ...” You bitch! 
You’re lying, too! We saw how you bump off our buddies 
— ^bang through the belly and down the hatch. 

COMMISSAR \to the chief] I This comrade gets excited easily. 
[To ALEXEI.] Are you a member of the Anarchist Party? 

ALEXEI: I’m my own party — ^the party of critical reason. My 
party is no party. \_Bur sting outJ] What are you getting at, 
anyway? Did you bother to ask us what party' we belonged 
to when we stormed the Winter Palace? 

FOGHORN [fushing ALEXEI aside"]: It means a whole lot, 
lady, to get to know each other like tliis. I bet you thought 
we sailors were just tramps, riff-raff in wide pants — ^like 
what the sissy-boys are wearing now, ashore. Why, us guys 
remember the old days — ^the Japanese campaign — ^Tsu- 
sima. . . . 

COMMISSAR; So much the better, {Rising I guess we un- 
derstand each other now. 

chief: We sure ought to. Let’s shake. {Self-^confidently holds 
out his hand,] 

commissar: I’ll shake — on one condition: Stop the joking. 

[ A searching^ subtle hand-clasf, ALEXEI watches . The COM- 
MISSAR leaves — the three men gazing after her. The light, 
quick sound of her footstep dies awayJ] 
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foghorn: Yeah . . . some wench! 

CHIEF {to ALEXEi] : You know what happens to people who 
blab? 

ALEXEI: And do you know what happens to traitors who sell 
out? Shook hands with the Bolshevik Commissar, did you? 
Want to get along with her, do you? 

CHIEF [j2^»ij?cflw2;/3;]:ThaPs just tactics. . . .What’s wrong 
with you toda)^^ Alexei? Listen to me, and believe me 
— Fm telling you like a brother: shoulder to shoulder to 
the bitter end — for anarchy! {Embraces and kisses his com- 
rade on the lifSy hard and sternly. The latter stares at him^ 
not knowing whether to believe him or not , , . nods , . . 
goes out,^ 

[ T he chief’s henchman tiftoes of a jew faces y stands listen^ 
ing.] 

ciilEF: Don’t you trust either of them — ^him or her. [Wipes 

his lip with his sleeve and sfits in disgust,'\ Fve kissed a 
snake I 

foghorn: Then whom can we ti'ust? [chief shrugs his 
shoulder sJ] Only you, Chief? 

chief: And don’t trust me either. Don’t trust anybody- 
all men are rats and liars. Everything has got to be torn out 
by the roots — every last trace of the old life that’s rotting 
inside of us all, poisoning everybody. 

{S'dence,^ 

{They go off moodily. Enter the chorus-leaders.] 

1ST chorus-leader: Recall these days and remember them 
well, for we must forget nothing. We must recall every 
word, every detail, so as to learn the lesson the past teaches, 
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We must study and learn while there is yet time, before a 
new war comes. Remember our enemies, the forces of 
counter-revolution! They were lurking in every shadow, 
around every corner. They betrayed us by day and by night. 
We were surrounded by them, they had us by the throat. 
Anarchy was eating into our ranks. The Whiteguards were 
only ten miles from Petrograd, and in their hiding places in 
Moscow more Whiteguards were crouching ready to strike, 
waiting only for the signal. . . . And we gave them a 
^UignaV ^ — a signal they never got over! 

2ND chorus-leader: We clamped down. We stopped pas- 
senger traffic on the railways. We took our revolvers in our 
hands, roused the working class to a man, and smashed the 
skull of the counter-revolution. We have repeated these 
blows with crushing force, at the right times, throughout 
these eighteen years. Let our enemies remember the Far 
East! And if the day ever comes again when the enemy 
tries to attack us, we shall strike once more, this time a blow 
terrific beyond comparison. And so, remember well these 
days, when the human race, as Lenin said, ‘^produced an 
extra high percentage of traitors.” 

BLACKOxrr 

Enter the COMMANDER, jollowed by 
the BOATSWAIN. ’ 

commander: well, Bo^sun, ft seems that life has given us a 
new set of masters. Let’s try to serve them. 
lo6 
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BO^sUN [warilyl: Aye, aye, sir. There’s never any telling 
what life may bring. 

commander: You know, Bo’sun, I could put up with any- 
thing, if only they had some notion of naval discipline. But 
they haven’t any discipline at all. For instance, Bo’sun, do 
they obey your orders? Do they respect your seniority? 
Bo’sUN [with a slg]i\ : Far from it! 

commander: All they know how to do these days is trample 
on a man’s soul. And yet there used to be real people, and 
we used to have a real navy. . . . 
bo’sun: Yes indeed sir, we had a navy once, that we had. A 
real masterpiece of a navy, you might have called it. 
commander: Well said, Bo’sun! 

bo’sun \to the commander’s surfAse"} : And once I get these 
lads whipped into shape, I can die in peace, 

COMMANDER [changing his tone and manner] : Ye — es. 

... I say, Bo’sun! . . . Clear lower deck! 
bo’sun: Clear lower deck, it is, sir. Bugler! [Pips uf the 
bugler.] 

[The bugle blares y its martial notes invoking visions oj welU 
trained seniors drilling with snap and speed.] 
bo’sun: Now then, clear lower de-e-eck! 

[The TALL sailor runs on and falls in smartly. The old 
sailor follows him at a slightly slower clipy then a second 
and a third. After them appears spotty, strolling with idle 
and unworried nonchalance. His example is imitated by se%i^ 
h^e.l others of the ^^free tKtnkers?'^] 

QLD sailor: Shake a leg there, you free-thinkers! 
spotty: What’s all the fuss about, anyway? 
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Bo’sun: Didn’t hear the bugle, eh? Forgot you’re in the navy? 
SPOTTY [lounging comfortably] : Yeah, clean forgot about it. 
[The bugler refeats the call. Some of the men obey and fall in. 
Others deliberately stroll about in front of the officer^ fut 
their hands in their focketSy yawn in his facCy stretch them-- 
selves y make various insolent gestures. As usualy they all 
grow quiet when the CHIEF af fears.] 
chief: Why the noise? 

COMMANDER [sharfly]: Where Is your place? Get in line! 
frightened silence.] 

CHIEF [with visible restraint]: Bo’sun! 
bo’sun: Aye, ayel 

chief: Explain to this . . . [indicates the officer] that 
the detachment is going to take a little rest. 
bo’sun [afologetically re feats] : The order is: “Detachment 
at rest,” 

chief: Sailors are entitled to their rest every day — says so 
right in the drill manual. Tomorrow we go on the march, 
don’t we? Well then, let the boys save their strength. Don’t 
disturb them for anything, you hear? 
bo’sun [refeats] : The order is: “Do not disturb the men for 
anything.” 

chief: And let the band play something light and restful. 
Hey, Bandmaster! 

BANDMASTER [running uf] : Aye, aye ! 
chief: Music — ^verj' light, and very restful. 

[The BANDMASTER rushes off to do the chief’s bidding.] 
SPOTTY [lolling languidly] : Relax, Bo’sun take a rest. Didn’t 
you hear your own order? 
io8 
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[The hand begins to flay. The boatswain stands sourly. Sud- 
denly FOGHORN f lunges in j allowed by several others, AU 
are in a towering rage. The men stir^ sensing that some- 
thing serious has haffened, FOGHORN drowns out the music 
with a roar. The music stofs»\ 

foghorn: Shut up! Listen! We’ve found the worst thing 
you can find among revolutionary seamen! [Shouts down 
the hatchway, Don’t let that dame, that there commissar 
in petticoats, come up here. [A henchman obediently step 
uf on guard,'\ An old woman has been robbed! Someone 
has stolen her purse! Bring her in! 

[Enter a little old woman in blacky bent with age^ suf farted by 
one of the sailors 

chief: Well, ma, tell us about it. 

FOGHORN [taking her other arm '\ : Look ma — ^which one 
of ’em did it? 

[The men look at one another, 

FOGHORN [urging her toward the men \ : Show us which 
one, ma. 

chief: Stand up, everybody! We’re going to hold a court. 

[Eeamng heavily on foghorn’s arm^ the little old woman tot- 
ters along the ragged ranks of excited men. Here and there 
she stop to feer long and intently at a many then shakes 
her head and totters on. Someone snorts with rage. The 
TALL SAILOR Stands watching the froceedings with his 
haughty y scornful expression,^ 

FOGHORN [suddenly turning the old woman toward the TALL 
sailor] : Wasn’t it this one, ma? 

[Pause J] 
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foghorn: This one, eh? 

[The old woman says nothing, 

FOGHORN [to the TALL SAILOR ] D’ja take the purse? 

[Pause. What you got to say for yourself? 

TALL SAILOR : Let me alone ! 
foghorn: You know the law? 

TALL sailor: Whose law? 

foghorn: Oh so? [Glances at the CHIEF*] 

chief: Go ahead. 

foghorn [to henchman'] : Go ahead. 

[With lightning s'peed the anarchhts produce rofe and canvas. 
The ranks sway and stir uneasily,] 
foghorn: For the last time — ^what you got to say? 

TALL sailor: I Won’t answer. I don’t recognize the power of 
the anarchists. 

foghorn: We’il take a vote! 

COMMANDER [who has been watching in the offing] : But 
why do you do this? You’ve got a legal tribunal on board 
ship. 

foghorn: Pipe dowm! Your job is just technical. 

OLD sailor [steffing out of line] : Comrades! listen — I 
foghorn: And your job is mooching around the Commis- 
sar — ^playing politics — slugging her little newspapers around 
for her. 

commander: But this is lynch law! 

chief: The government courts are worse. They drag along 
with a lot of delays. Here it’s all quick and simple. Vote! 
[Some hands are raised — clearly no majority, FOGHORN draws 
his big Mauser and goes along the ranks threatening the men 
Ito 
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with shorty jerky movements of its long barrel. He forces a 
few others to raise their hands, ^ 
foghorn: The vote says-^verboard ! 

TALL SAILOR : B Ut 1 

foghorn: Now don’t try to make a speech. This court’s 
verdict is final, and no appeal allowed. 
henchmen: Overboard! Overboard! 

[^Several anarchists throw themselves on the TALL sailor. He 
knocks down oncy two, . . . A fierce tussle y ending with 
the TALL SAILOR being shrouded in canvaSy bound with 
rofCy and dragged away to the shifts raiL~[ 

TALL sailor: Avenge me, comrades! 

[^From below comes the funereal splash of his body in the sea,] 
A VOICE FROM THE RANKS: One more gone west 
foghorn: We done what was right, ma. 

OLD sailor: You’ll answer for this! 

foghorn: That’s something else again. On with the music! 
[Band strikes up. To the old WOMAN.] You can go now, 
ma. The wrong’s been righted. 
spotty: Let’s take up a collection for her. Everybody give 
what you can. 

[Coins drop clinking into the old womards withered hand. In 
gratitude and confusion she bows right and lefty still not 
understanding what has happenedy for the whole situation is 
utterly strange to her. Mechanically she gropes under her 
skirts to put the coins away — and takes out the ^^stolen^^ 
purse. , , . The music goes out of tunCy dies. ,., A 
breathless silence. T he old woman stares at the purse in her 
hand in surprise , , , then confusion . , , then fright,] 
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foghorn: The purse? 

spotty: The purse? 

\SllenceS[ 

chief: Show it to me. 

l^S^endy it is handed over^ examined. Exchange of glances. 
Grim decision.’l 

foghorn: Anarchy is the mother of order! More rope and 
canvas! 

SPOTTY \hairnng his way] : Let her go! 

A VOICE FROM THE RANKS*. My God, Can’t you see she didn’t 
do it on purpose! 

OLD sailor: She just made a mistake, tliat’s all. 

OLD woman; Dear kds . . . sons . . . God forgive me 
. • • I was wrong. . . . 

foghorn: Justice! We want justice! 

[With diabolical swiftness the old woman is tied uf in canvas 
and carried off the stage.] 

CHIEF [quitting the scene] : Handle her easj^, boys. 

[Enter the commissar^ the commander and the boat- 
swain.] 

COMMISSAR [addressing foghorn] : Have you begun work? 

foghorn: 'VV’hy, yes — of course, of course! [Glancing 
easily in the direction in which the old woman has been 
carried away,] We’re — ^we’re loading meat. Since 
you came, the men have just been spoiling to get to 
work. 

old sailor [sfringing forward] : Comrade Commissar, I’ve 
got to tell you — [Anarchists thrust him aside.] 

spotty: What in hell do you call this, anyhow, mates? 
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[The strains of an accordion are heard, Dancmg and whistlings 
A crowd of sailors y headed by alexki^ romfs ini] 

ALEXEI [swaggefmg uf to the commissar] : The crew de- 
mands — 

commissar: Asks. 

ALEXEI: Well, let’s say — ^wants. 

commissar: Yes? 

ALEXEI: A farewell dance. 

VOUNGEST sailor: Seeing as how we’re leaving for the front 
in the morning! 

commander [to the commissar]; New traditions are be- 
ing created these days. 

ALEXEI: We’ll stick to our tradition — ^kill the officers! 

[Riffles off a dashing fiourhh on his accordion,] 

bo’sun: Comrade Commissar, that — I don’t know how to 
say it — that other commissar, of the anarchists, has or- 
dered — I mean, asked — ^not to have the crew disturbed. 

ALEXEI: Wha~ai? Wants to stop us from having a dance, eh? 
Let’s have it the w^ay the crew wants it! 

[A fause. The commissar thinks ^ decides. On the whole the 
COMMISSAR observes and thinks much more than she talks,] 

ALEXEI: Well, got to ask you twice, have we? 

FOGHORN [comifig uf officiously]: The order was to keep 
quiet. 

grows quiet,] 

COMMISSAR [giving the order] : A farewell dance. 

Bo’sun: Farewell dance, it is. \^ounds his fife,] All hands 
on deck for the farewell dance! 

[Melodious whistling of the fifes as the order is refeat ed over 
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the shtp. ALEXEI plays trills on his accordion. The young 
sailors begin to whistle and jig^ their heels tap-tapping on 
the deck. Obeying some unclear feeling, the men grow 
quiet, as always, at the approach of the anarchist chief.] 
CHIEF [silencing the boatswain’s whistling pipe with his big 
paw"] : Why the noise? 

[All over the ship the piping dies away, ALEXePs accordion 
grows still,~[ 

COMMISSAR [with a steely ring of authority^ : Comrade Com- 
mander, why has the order not been carried out? 
commander: Bo’sun, open the ship to visitors! 

BO^SUN [hesitates a moment, makes up his mind, pushes away 
the chief’s handl : Aye, aye 1 Open the ship to visitors, 
it is! 

[Once again meiry music, tap-dancing, whistling. And the 
COMMISSAR, under the approving looks of some sailors and 
the frightened glances of others, unceremoniously slaps on 
the back the hitherto inviolate person of the CHIEF.] 
commissar: Listen to the music! Livelier! 

[The CHIEF says nothing,^ 

ALEXEI [playing hks accordion under the chief’s nose"] : He 
loves to have tlie last laugh. 
commissar: Then our tastes coincide. [Exit,"] 

[The CHORUS LEADERS enter in spot-light while in deep 
shadowy background sailors, silently but with animation, 
make preparations for their farewell dance,"] 

1ST chorus-leader: a dance — :a farewell dance of the 
Red Fleet! How many of them there were in those years! 
A detachment is leaving for -the front — ^three hundred 
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men marching as one, like tall pines swept by the sea wind. 
On and on crossing a whole continent with stormy tread, 
free sailors, their blue collars flapping in the wind, their 
white and black and gold insignia shining in the sun. And 
hearts pulsing with turbulent red blood! Farewell to home 
and kinsfolk! How few of them ever returned! 

2ND chorus-leader: Aye, few of them ever returned. 
Others, the living, will understand. . . . And once again a 
regiment leaves its ship for the front. They march on under 
the blue sky, and the Cossack Don and the White Caucasus 
grow quieter. On their way to the Urals an officers’ regi- 
ment crosses the seamen’s path — Whiteguards who style 
themselves ‘‘The Invincibles.” One night is all the sailors 
ask — they charge, and the officers’ regiment is no more. 

1ST chorus-leader: On and on they march, through the 
Ukraine, the Crimea. The tang of wormwood blends with 
the salt sea breeze, and the south wind flutters the sailors’ 

• cap-ribbons . , . how they fluttered in that southern wind! 
And thousands of seamen gave their lives to make the 
Ukraine a Soviet Republic! [Tears off his sailor^ s caf,'] 
Listen, while one Red seaman remains alive, don’t think 
our fleet is finished or our seas surrendered! 

[The dance begins. The first coufles sway to the rhythm of 
a waltz that is martial and at the same time sad. The lights 
blue mist of night hangs over the sea. In the dancers^ move^ 
ments there is barely -suppressed griefs the long-drawn ec- 
stasy of hand clasping handy body pressed to body^ lingering 
eyes. And slashing across the rhythm of the waltz y sailors 
with rifles hurry through from time to timcy pulling ma- 
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chine- guns. Everything blends in this jarevjell dance: aban- 
don, alarm, love, someone^s fit of jealousy, others^ jolly, 
dual allegiance. 

The bugle blows, calling the men to form ranks. 
The time has come to say goodbye. Slowly the coufles 'parU 
Women^s faces are white, drained of blood. One woman 
clings to the departing men, another falls at their feet, A 
third makes the sign of the cross over her son and her 
husband, A fourth sobs broken-heartedly , , , . Minutes of 
war-time partings! The waltz swells into an agony. The 
COMMISSAR supports a woman who is frenzied with de- 
spair, The sailors^ ranks begin to move forward. The wo- 
men, now silent as if turned to stone, watch the regiment 
as it marches of. The glitter of brass. Like a peal of thunder 
the regiment breaks into song. In the gloom of the night 
moist eyes glint and white teeth gleam between parted lips ^ 
a7id the gold letters of the shifts name glitter on fluttering 
cap-ribbons. The line of the quay-side, where the women 
are left standing, gradually recedes. The distance increases 
with every second, but the men keep turning around for a 
last look at their loved ones . . , whom they salute with 
a ragged volley of rifle fire,^ 

END OF ACT ONE 
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Tense^ watchful silence. Moving masses 
of storm-clouds are felt rather than seen 
above the sfacious sweep of dim horizon, 
A line of sailors advances in good order. 
Notes of music convey the first sounds 
of battle. Gaps appear in the seamen* s 
ranks. Men fall at quick intervals ^ 
mowed down by machine-gun fire. Un- 
able to withstand the hail of bullets^ the 
sailors fall back in hasty retreat, Re4n- 
forcements enter led by the C0MMTSS^\R. 
With a simple command she stops the 
retreating men^ among them Alexd, 
^^Not that way — take coverP^ com- 
mands the COMMISSAR. The men fall 
to the ground behind a low ridge and 
return the fire. Enemy troops advance 
like a grey avalanche. The COMMANDER 
springs up and gives a battle-cry. The 
sailors rise in a surge of fury and go over 
the top^ flinging themselves upon the 
rock-grey troops like a rolling wave of 
the sea. The force of the counter-^atiack 
carries the hand-to-hand fighting off- 
stage, The roar of battle fades. The 
music conveys the last sounds in the dis- 
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tance . . . then the coming of the 
datvn by the sea. 

{Lights fade inlf 

\The regimenis halting-flace. The COMMISSAR is alone y 
sitting at a table y writing, 1 

COMMISSAR [reading over her letier\ : dear, here I am 

at my post. The climate in these parts is splendid, and my 
lungs are at last getting a chance to breathe. I don’t know 
how ril manage with the folks here — ^they’re a little dif- 
ficult sometimes. To tell the truth, I haven’t slept a single 
night. I think the Central Committee will understand and 
send at least one comrade to help me — ” 

[A knock. The commissar says quietly, ^^Come Enter 
the Bo’suN. Re coughs y and takes off his caf,'\ 
bo’sun: Permit me to report, Comrade Commissar. 
commissar: Go ahead, Bo’sun. 

BO^suN [taking out fapers one after another^ : Here are or- 
ders for you to sign — military supplies and provisions for 
the newly-formed regiment in accordance with the regula- 
tion lists. And here — no, here it is — a list of 
fancy groceries the men have written out for themselves. 
commissar: Let’s have a look at it. [Reads down the listJ\ 
What on earth have they been ordering for themselves! 
“Fresh creamery butter.” When there isn’t enough butter 
for the chfldren! We’re going to need oil for our guns, 
more than butter. You better write out an order for gun 
oil. 
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bo’sun: Aye, aye. Twenty-five years I was writing out or- 
ders — right up to the Revolution. 

COMMISSAR [pointing to the merits Iisi \ ; As for this, write 
it over again. Let’s see the other lists. {Looks them 
through J\ Correct . . .good, {^igns them,\ Here you are. 
bo’sun: May I go. Comrade Commissar? 
commissar: You may, Bo’sun. 

{The Bo^sun ahout-jacesy marches a jew stefs toward the 
doory then turns abound and comes back to herl\ 

BO^SUN {droffing his official tone and manner^ : Are we 
really beginning to have order in Russia? 
commissar: We are. 

bo’sun: And — and is there really going to be a Fleet again? 
— even a little something like a Fleet — and an Army — so 
that there’ll be some kind of discipline again and order — 
and so that the men’ll smarten up and look like something? 
To be a great power, so’s to smash anybody we want to? 
commissar: We’ll smash ’em, Boatswain, and how we’ll 
smash them — anybody who attacks us. 

Bo’sun: Aye, aye, sir! {Salutes, ExitJ\ 
commissar {turning hack to her letter] : . . Well, that’s 

about all, my dear. Oh yes — give my regards to Petersburg. 
I read in the papers that you have typhus there. Take good 
care of yourself. . . 

[VAINONEN enters without knocldng. He wears a smile.] 
vainonen: Good morning to you, Comrade Commissar. 
commissar: Ah, good morning, Vainonen. 
vainonen: What ap you doing, writing, writing, all the 
time. Look out your head don’t. bust. Is it a report? 
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commissar: Yes, something like that. I’m writing that the 
men of our regiment are good, or let’s say, satisfactory 
fighting material; but they’re not improving as fast as 
other units. They’re falling behind, because they are under 
the influence of certain three individuals. 
vainonen: Those anarchist devils! The bastards! Saatana! 
commissar: Yes, the anarchists. Listen, Vainonen, how do 
you explain it — the influence that the “Saatanas^^^ as you 
call them, have over the men? And what have you done 
about it? 

vainonen: I — well, I — well, what could I — ? 
commissar: Not a very clear answer. 
vainonen: Ye — ^yes. . . . You see, I don’t speak Russian 
so well. And what is there to do here? {^Philosofhically.l 
I don’t really know, myself, vrhy one man has power over 
others, while another hasn’t. How does it happen, anyway? 
commissar: I’m trying to talk to you about serious business. 
\_Stands u'p.'\ The men are all right. You’ve seen how they 
can fight. If we don’t make any blunders, the regiment is 
ours. 

vainonen: All right, let’s do it! How? 
commissar: How? Like this: first of all, get the Party mem- 
bers together. Next, we must set those two against one an- 
other — the Chief and that other fellow — what’s his name? 
vainonen: Alexei. 

commissar: And last but not least — get next to the officer, 
feci him out, 

vainonen: But — to set the Chief and. Alexei against one 
another — ^is that . . , right? 
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commissar: You just forget that word, Vainonen. Forget it! 
VAINONEN l^risingl'. Well, that you can justify any- 
thing. . . * Don’t you be too quick about flinging around 
a fellow like the Chief. Don’t forget that man served 
a hard labour sentence in Siberia. And why split the detach- 
ment? 

commissar: The regiment, Vainonen — not the “detach- 
ment.” And not a split, but a sifting out. And get this 
into your head, as a Party member — I will do everything, 
and so will you, to save the healthy jiart of the regiment, 
even if that means destroying the worthless part. Under- 
stand? 

VAINONEN {thoughtjullyl : But that chief of theirs . . , 
you don’t know him . . . that man’s got strength . • . 
and he’s so shrewd and crafty! 
commissar: I don’t doubt that in the least 
vainonen: And as for this here officer — say, all he needs 
is to be stood against the nearest wall. Why, he’s just ripe 
for the firing squad! I’m going to search his duffle-bag to- 
night! 

commissar: You hold on a bit — ^I’ll deal with him myself. 
vainonen: XV ring a confession out of him! 
commissar: Go along now, Vainonen.* He’ll be here right 
away. 

vainonen: And if he’s “counter,” we’U just stand him up 
and let the daylight into him, once he starts any mischief. 
That’ll fix him quick enough! 
commissar: Go along, I told you. I’ll straighten this out. 
l^The LITTLE FINN 5tarU out. At the door he fosses the COM- 
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MANDER coming in and glares susficiously aper him — then 
exits,^ 

commissar: Please come m. You’re very punctual. 

commander: An old naval custom, 

COMMISSAR \^joking '\ : Surprising people, you seamen. Of 
course all the virtues are naval customs, aren’t they? 

COMMANDER \in the some to?ie \ : If not quite all the vir- 
tues, then certainly most of them. 

commissar: How long have you served with the fleet? 

COMMANDER [correcting her^ rather challengingly'\: In the 
fleet — we say, in the fleet. . . . Twenty years. Since I was 
ten. Or, counting in another way — two hundred years. 

commissar: Two hundred years? 

commander: Yes, We — ^my family — served under Peter. 

commissar: Yes? 

commander: Yes. The Emperor Peter. Peter the Great. 
There are a number of such old naval families. 

[Pause,'] 

commissar: You made an excellent showing for yourself in 
the battle yesterday, 

commander: Professional beha\dour, no more. [Smiling,] 
And then, too, the presence of a lady. . . . 

[Pause,] 

commissar: Answer me frankly: what is your attitude to- 
ward us Bolsheviks and the Soviets? 

COMMANDER [dryly and soberly ] : Calm, for the moment. 
[Pause,] Why are you asking me, anyhow? You Bolsheviks 
are supposed to be famous for your abOity to fathom the 
secrets of whole classes. But then that’s so simple — you 
12a 



AN OPTIMISTIC TRAGEDY Act II 

have only to turn the pages of our literature, and you will 
see — 

commissar: “When mutiny flares up on board 

Whip forth your pistols, one, a brace, 

While gold is spiled in glittering hoard 
From braided cuffs with gilded lace. . . 
COMMANDER [^staggci cd^: How strange — that you should 
know by heart my favourite poet! But nut only Gumilev 
wrote about the Russian officers — Lermontov wrote 
about them too, and Leo Tolstoy — 
commissar: Yes, but as it happens. Lieutenant Lermontov 
and Lieutenant Leo Tolstoy were not on the friendliest 
of terms with you oflScers. We — ^the working class — ^will 
preserve these great writers whom we consider largely our 
own. Incidentally, do you think your old naval families 
would have preserved, if they could, the art of the prole- 
tariat? 

commander: Well, hardly. However, if the afore-men- 
tioned proletariat can create a second Renaissance, a sec- 
ond Italy, and a second Lieutenant Tolstoy — 
commissar: But w’c don’t need a second anything, you know. 
We’ll have firsts of our own. And we shan’t take two hun- 
dred years to do it, as your class did. 
commander: You’re counting on a speeding-up of the pro- 
duction of culture — on the conveyor system, perhaps? 
commissar: I am counting on elementary seriousness and 
good manners. 

commander: You Bolsheviks have taken upon yourselves a 
very hard task — educating grown-^up people. Really, I’m 
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awfully sorry for you. I have had to educate men too — - 
raw recruits in the old navy. I used to explain to them — 
\_gesturmg ironically.] “Here is your faith, here is your 
tsar” — (j^st between you and me, he was pretty soft) — 
“and here is your fatherland, Russia!” And then of course 
something about the hereafter. Oh, that part was absolutely 
indispensable — “the beautiful, beautiful life to come!” And 
now you, poor thing, have to do the same; “Here, com- 
rades, is your faith, here are your leaders, and over 
there is the beautiful, beautiful future.” [Paces back and, 
-forth.] 

commissar: If nothing at all has changed, why are you so 
annoyed with everything? 

commander: Perhaps because your Soviets are no different 
from any other regime. You tiy to justify your hasty 
actions, just as all governments before you have done, by 
talk about the “happiness and welfare of all humanity.” 
That’s nothing new! [Bitterly y vengejully.] The happiness 
and welfare of ail humanity, including me and the mem- 
bers of my family, lined up and shot down with such 
charming nonchalance by one of your firing squads. . . . 
Oh, but how can mere human beings be worthy of your 
attention when you’re orating about all humanity? 

[In the distancey scarcely audiblcy someone is flaying art, ac- 
cordion . . . frobahly ALEXEI.] 

commander: Ami dismissed? 

coMMT‘=5SAR [ficks uf the telefbone recewer ] : Send Vainoncn 
here. 

COMMANDER [stiff emng ] : Am I arrested? 
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COMMISSAR \_slowlyy o\ter a moment^ s fause] : I am very 
glad that you have spoken so frankly and honestly. 
goes uf to him a7id fr esses his hand in hers.^ 

COMMANDER [confused] : Thank you, 

[Staring at the COMMISSAR, the COMMANDER goes ouU The 
LITTLE FINN enters. ^ 

vainonen; a hopeless case, eh? 

COMMISSAR: Hopeless, you think? Maybe it was just such 
hard-headed comrades as you who shot his family, . . . 
Don’t touch that man, do you hear? 

viuNONEN: So you’ve made sure of him already, have you? 
Watch out! 

commissar: Do you know what I think of him, Vainonen? I 
think he’s in a muddle, blustering and floundering, but 
just the same he’ll serve us. 

V’’ainonen: That don’t make sense to me. Maybe you’re 
wrong? 

commissar: In any case, we can count on him as being 
against those three anarchists. And, on the other hand — 
that is, to some extent, and for the time being — we can 
use the three anarchists against him, if he starts anything 
on his own account. Is that clear? 

vainonen: Not very. You know I don’t understand Rus- 
sian very well. 

commissar: You stop that talk about ^^-don’t-understand- 
Russian — I-can’t-speak-Russian” once and for all, or I’ll — ! 
[Gives him a sterfi lookS[ 

vainonen [flaring ufl : Say, what d’you think you’re doing 
today — giving us all an examination, teaching us our les- 
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sons? [Pausesy grins J] That’s fine. ‘Teaming, he is light, 
but ignorance, he is — ^is — darkness.” Isn’t that the way it 
goes in Russian? 

commissar: More or less, Vainonen. I see you even know 
some Russian proverbs. Did you call Alexei? 
vainonen: I called him. He’s outside. [Nods in the direction 
from which the music of the accordion grows louder J] 
commissar: Send him in. 

[The LITTLE FINN goes out and calls ALEXEI, who strolls in 
flaying on his accordion. He is more interested in hnfrovis- 
ing little new trilL thai^ in con'versatlon. He sfeaks in the 
intervals between Ins musical flourishes,^ 

ALEXEI: . . . Accordion, it’s called, or sometimes concertina 
. . . very popular musical instrument, beloved by the com- 
mon people . . . this one’s from Hamburg ... a won- 
derful thing to keep a man’s spirits up. . . . 
commissar: I wanted to have a talk with you. Hope I didn’t 
interrupt your music exercises, 

ALEXEI: That’s all right, don’t be bashful, fire away. I love 
to talk about life with the female sex. 
commissar: Yes, it’s a delightful subject. By the way, what 
did you have in mind when you ran away from the battle 
yesterday? Were you trying to lure the enemy on? 
ALEXEI [^struck with confusion^ stop fingering the accordion^ 
stands ufl : Why — I — 

commissar: Or perhaps your class hatred blazed up to ‘'uch 
a high pitch that you couldn’t even bear the sight of the 
Whiteguards, eh? Just had to turn your back on them, 
didn’t you? 
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fiLEXEi: Aw, what the hell. I did wrong, that’s all. Any old 
war-horse may come a cropper. 

commissar: Old war-horse indeed! [Draws close to him.^ 
Let talk it over. Tell me about yourself. Where do you 
come from? 

\LEXEI [sees through her a'pp'oach and begins iromcally \ : 
Aha! Where is he from? What is his social origin? lam of 
the lower middle class — the toiling lower middle class. As 
for callouses, I have ’em — ^take a look. I’m lower middle 
class by passport and by persuasion. And all my ideas are, 
you might say, of the kind that is olEcially forbidden. 

:0MMissAR [matches his irony^ : Aha! An unusual person- 
ality! An anarchist? 

i^LEXEi: Yes, kind of. . • . Well, what else do you want 
explained? When I fight, I fight for myself, because I’m 
from the toiling lower middle class. And as for my Rus- 
sian fellow-citizens — the hundred and fifty million Peters 
and Ivans, the Marias and Olgas — there’s no love lost be- 
tween us. My attitude toward them is, you might say, one 
of reserve. You’d probably like it better if we all had 
flaming proletarian hearts, and were all united — ^like those 
people who get together over a glass of workers’ and 
peasants’ tea. They guzzle it down and then all say in 
chorus: “Long live the Party of Bolsheviks!” After which 
they heave a sigh, down another glass of tea, and say the 
same thing all over again. “Long live the you-know-what!” 
And then everybody heaves another big sigh, just to show 
they’re unanimous. Sure — ^why not? — ^there’s nobody to 
object! 
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commissar: What makes you think so? There are plenty 
who object, . • . Tr}^ 

ALEXEI: Yeah. . . . [Pausel\ You’re tooting your own horn 
because nobody’ll toot it for you. You’ve hoisted a couple 
of yards of red calico and think you’ve made the whole 
world happy. 

commissar: Let me ask you one question before you go on: 
Which party did you vote for at the elections? 
l^Pause.^ 

ALEXEI \_suddenly at a loss for words^ : . . , For you 
Bolsheviks. Ticket number five. You’re better than 
the others, at any rate — even if you are pretty slick 
yourselves. 

commissar: Comrade, do you always begin a conversation 
by tossing a lot of verbal bouquets? Why do you talk this 
way — trying to make an impression? 

ALEXEI: You figure it out as best you know how. 

\Ee looks steadily at the commissar. It is not clear whether 
he is S'peaking seriously or whether he is mocking her* 
Then he begins to flay again on his accordiofiy tenderly and 
sadly, 1 

commissar: Well, how about the new commander — do you 
think he’s a suspicious character? 

ALEXEI: You be more careful with that noble sir. I remem- 
ber him. 

commissar: And he remembers, too. Well, and the Chief? 

ALEXEI \_stop flaying] : What about the Chief? 

commissar: Friends with him, aren’t you? 

ALEXEI [flays again] ; Don’t know. Couldn’t say. We fought 
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through the Kaledin campaign together. Friendship — but 
somehow a funny kind of — 

commissar: That’s what I thought. He’s got a strong hold 
on you. 

ALEXEI [with a quick glance at the commissar] : Whoj me? 
Afraid of that old bull? 

commissar. Sure you’re afraid of him! . . . It’s about time 
things were straightened out here. We’ve got to have order. 

ALEXEI {leafing uf] : Order? You’ve learned that word? 
You’ve got it down pat. You keep on talking “order.” Say, 
after all the “order” we’ve had, we want a taste of free- 
dom, at least something that looks like freedom — anything 
but order. We’re fed up with order — right up to here. 
{Draws his j ore finger across his throat,] After five or ten 
years of order — why, we’ve even forgotten how to talk! 

commissar: You don’t seem to have forgotten. 

ALEXEI {smiling]-. That’s right, I haven’t. I keep repeating 
like a poll-parrot, after the others: “Oh, there’ll be no more 
private property. Oh, everything is going to be wonderful”; 
“PFiZ/ ; it’s always “will be.” We’re all lying. All we’re 
looking for is a chance to get rich some way, to grab some- 
thing and drag it away for ourselves. Even in our sleep we 
hang on to the trash we’ve collected. My accordion, my 
socks, my wife, my smoked herring. On account of a purse 
they murdered a man, and — an old woman, too! And whom 
are you fooling? Yourselves! Just one little word — “mine” 
and it will trip us all up. You just watch the things that are 
going to happen! {Tears at his collar.] 

commissar: Steady there — ^you’ll tear your uniform. . . . 
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What makes you believe that we Bolsheviks don’t see this? 
We’re not blind! Do you think we don’t see how people 
fly at one another’s throats like devils, foaming at the 
mouth, over this trash you mention? . . .“I” . . • “My” 
.... We’ll make an end to this! 

ALEXEI: You’ll break your necks. The Russian peasant — ^the 
muzhik — won't follow you on that. 

commissar: He will. Oh, I know there are philosophers like 
you in the villages, little chiefs who sit around the stove 
and hold forth: “Me and mine. We’ll manage by ourselves. 
May the goblins fly away with them as bothers us. What 
the muzhik wants is his own freedom.” But what can they 
really do for the economic — yon understand the word? — 
[ ALEXEI nods ] — for the future economic needs of the 
muzhik? Well? 

ALEXEI: How should I know? 

commissar: Whom can the muzhik rely on? The Liberals? 
The Constitutional-Democrats? I'hey’ve sold out the 
muzhik, sold him for a kopek. Four Dumas there were, 
and four times they sold out the muzhik. And the Socialist- 
Revolutionaries? They talked up their sleeves about giving 
the muzhik land — and then drove him into the war, into 
the trenches. 

ALEXEI [gloomily] : I don’t deny it. 

commissar: So who’s left, of the different parties? Well? 
[ ALEXEI remains silent,] Come now, answer. Let’s 
have it out clean. Why don’t you say something? Answer 
this: who talked to the muzhik against the war, and stopped 
the war? Over there in the West at this very minute the 
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war is still going on, the cannons are still making mince- 
meat out of men. Who spoke to the muzhik about the land 
■ — and gave him that land? Well? Are you going to dis- 
pute the facts? You say the muzhik won’t follow us Bol- 
sheviks. I say he will. Not right away, of course. We’ll give 
him plenty of time to think it over. And in the meantime 
we’ll take him by the hand and lead him out into the sun- 
light! We’ll tell him, “Fill your lungs with fresh air, old- 
timer, and start putting some meat on those poor old bones.” 
And your muzhik will join us —he’s nobody’s fool, he’s 
got mighty sharp eyes in his head. “Can’t I be your part- 
ner?” he’ll ask. 

ALEXEI [jokingly y yet with deef meaning\ : As a partner — 
sure. That way he’ll join. 

commissar: For an unusual personality you’ve got lots of 
rubbish in your head. 

ALEXEI [cunningly^'. Maybe I was just putting that all on? 

[The COMMISSAR is standing bejore hiniy poised, erect, glowing 
With good health 

ALEXEI: I look at you, while we’re arguing here about poli- 
tics, and all the time I’m thinking — I’m not ashamed to 
admit it — how come such a woman isn’t mine. Get away, 
or I’ll grab you. 

commissar: So you’ve taken up the marriage question again? 

ALEXEI: Don’t start that. I’ll get you yet. I’m letting you 
know my most secret thought. [Coming closer, 1 Say, listen 
to reason, won’t you? 

commissar [dashing water into a glass'] : Say, have a drink, 
won’t you? 
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ALEXEI: [tosses the water down like vodka~[ : And maybe I 
was just putting it on, all that stuff I said. . . . I’ve got my 
eye on you. . . . 

[The COMMANDER and the bo’sun affear in the doorway » 
They halty wait a momenU Then the commander marches 
forward with a determined air, ALEXEI turns around^ 
catches sight of the oficer^ scowlsy and begins flaying a 
mo eking and derisive doggerel time on his accordion,^ 
commander: [flaring uf] : Silence! Do you hear? 

[alexei goes on flaying. The commissar stofs him. There 
is silence,] 

commander [reading cnsfly from a fafer in his hand ] : 
‘^Military service requires unity and complete subordination 
to the will of the commander. The plurality of command at 
present established in the regiment is no longer tolerable — ” 
commissar: What is it you want? 
commander: Complete command! 

[alexei is so surfnsed he whistles, THE COMMISSAR becomes 
wary,] 

commissar: Complete command? But why are you read- 
ing it from a paper? What kind of a document is that? 
COMMANDER: I am reading aloud because in the Naval Aca- 
demy we were taught not to chatter about matters con- 
nected with the Service. Discipline is not a matter for cas- 
ual ^discussion — although nowadays the ability to chatter is 
highly prized. [Ee nods sharfly toward ALEXEI.] 

ALEXEI [leafing at him] : I’ll chatter you, you white-collared 
bastard ! 

[For an instant all eyes involuntarily turn to the commander^s 
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clean white collar. . . .The anarchist CHIEF enters y amb'- 
ling in his invariable manner. With him is FOGHORN^ who 
rasp out his words with fenUuf ragcJ\ 
foghorn; In the detachment — 
commissar: In the regiment! 

foghorn; In the what is not important. The important thing 
is — what. ... We revolutionary seamen have a clean 
record, we’ve killed off all our officers, but now one or 
two lickspittles of the tsar have appeared among us. [G/^r- 
ing first at the commander, then at the boatswain.] 
Scabs, louse-eggs! The detachment has found out what 
these two are demanding. We’re not asleep. \To the com- 
missar.] Now it’s like this, comrade — ^the detachment has 
got to be saved from infection before it is too late. We had 
our own spirit here — ^the revolution has no cause to com- 
plain — a fine healthy spirit — 
commander: Healthy! You — syphilitic! 
foghorn: a syphilitic revolutionary is better than a healthy 
counter-revolutionary. \Smacking his clenched fist into his 
falm.'l Answer, Commissar, answer! 
commissar: I — 

commander; I demand an answer too, Commissar! 

ALEXEI: Well? Why don’t you say something? 
chief: Who are you for? 
commissar ]_slowly'\ : I am for the regiment. 
foghorn: On your word of honour? 
commissar; On my .word of honour. 

chief: You’ll repeat that before everybody. [Snatches the 
fafer out of the commander’s ha^idy crumflcs it up and 
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flings it on the floor. To the COMMISSAR,] I’ll send you my 
own paper, in place of that thing. And you’ll sign it! [To 
FOGHORN with a nod toward the commander and the 
BOATSWAIN.] Don’t let those two out of sight! I’ll decide 
their fate later on. 

[They all go outy foghorn convoying the commander. The 
commissar is left alo 72 e .] 
commissar: Hmm, . . . 

VAiNONEN [comifig z«] : Things look bad, Commissar. 
commissar: Call our men here, Vainonen. 

VAINONEN [thinking aloud ] : . . . Anyhow, that officer . . . 

just ripe for the firing-squad. . . . 
commissar: Call in our men, Vainonen. 
vainonen; You’re going to go against tlie Chief? We^ll 
start an open battle? 

[The little finn goes out quickly, "] 
commissar [her glance travelling around the room ] : Yes 
. . . this is the way you must learn your lessons, Comrades 
Commissars, . . . 

[One by oncy the OLD SEAMAN, SPOTTY and several others 
come in,] 

OLD seaman: What’s up Commissar? 
commissar: Have you heard? 

OLD seaman; That we have. 

commissar: What do you think about the officer? 

spotty: A snake. 

vainonen: I told you so — why, he’s |ill ripe and ready for 
the firing-squad. 
commissar: Will you be quiet? 
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VAINONEN {turning awayl : I could leave altogether, you 
know. 

commissar: Is that so? 

{The LITTLE FINN sits down. The others follow his ex~ 
amfle.^ 

spotty: Let’s get down to brass tacks. Whose mug we got 
to smash? 

commissar: That’s just the question. Once we strike, we 
mustn’t miss. And we’ve got to pick the right moment. 
News has come that the Chief has sent for reinforcements 
— another detachment of anarchists. They may arrive at 
any minute. Under other circumstances we could find some 
way of handling this chief of theirs — we could try to in- 
fluence him. He was a good fighter in the past. But now 
we’re up against it. We’ve got no time left to “educate” such 
people now. 

spotty: Shoot ’em all! 

commissar: All who? 

{Enter ALEXEI. Silent flay of glances.'] 

ALEXEI: Hatching your little plots, are you? Guess I’m not 
wanted here, am I? 

{He goes out dejectedly y flaying a few wistful bars of 
blochko^^ on his insef arable accordion.] 

OLD seaman: There’s a lonely lad. 

ONE OF the others: It’s his own fault he’s lonesome. 

VAINONEN*. I want to say a few words about that officer. 

commissar: You’ve got the officer on the brain. The trouble 
is not with the officer, but with us, the Party organization. 
You fellows have let things slide. 
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spottt: Yes, but how many of us are there? One, two, a 
handful — that’s all. 

vainonen: How many did you say? Why, weVe half a world 
in front of us, a whole world behind us, and Comrade 
Lenin in the middle! Isn’t that enough for you? 
spotty: Maybe we should go now and have a little “talk” with 
them. [^Draws his revolver y stands 

\Enter foghorn, spotty halts,'] 

FOGHORN [sweeping them all with his glare] : The Chief of 
the detachment orders you all to get a move on. [To the 
COMMISSAR.] And here’s an order for you to sign, my 
friend, just sign ’er on the dotted line. What you all gog- 
gling at? It’s about the officer. We’re giving him a one-way 
ticket back to where he came from. [Puts the order in 
front of the commissar. To the others] : And what’s the 
matter with you — breaking away from the masses? Mates, 
it’s better when we’re all together. [He feels the cold eyes 
of the Communists,] Well, make it snappy. . . , [Exit,] 
[The COMMISSAR reads the order written by the anarchist 
CHIFF. Folds it and tears it up into small pieces,] 
commissar: Who’s ready to sacrifice his life? 

[Silence.] 

vainonen: What for? 

commissar: There are times when you don’t ask questions 
of the Party. [To the rest.] Well? 

\The men stir.] 

OLD SEAMAN \Asing] : I am ready. 
commissar: From Petersburg, are you? 

OLD seaman: From Petersburg. 



AN OPTIMISTIC TRAGEDY 


Act II 


commissar: We’ll put things to rights here. . , . We must. 
\l'o the OLD SEAMAN.] You seem to be the strongest. You 
will get up and speak before the regiment. If they kill you, 
the next to speak will be [looking arotmd at all of them ] — 
Viiindnen. . . . 

VAINONEN. Aye, aye. But what shall I talk about? Give me 
some instructions. 

commissar: So you know how to act only w'hen you have a 
piece of paper to read from? How about acting according 
to circumstances? Understand? 

spotty: What is there to understand? They’ll kill him, and 
him they’ll kill too — but what are you going to do your- 
self? 

commissar: I? I’ll speak first, comrades. 

blackout 


The chorus-leaders of the Re^ment 
are on the stage. 

2ND chorus-leader: Order of the Revolutionary War 
Council number one thousand, two hundred and fifty: “In 
event of a partisan detachment refusing to submit to dis- 
cipline, showing license or anarchy, and attempting to in- 
cite sedition among the regular bodies of troops, said de- 
tachment must be punished severely. Commanders must 
time the blow with strict exactitude. The disarming and 
liquidation of the mutineers must be accomplished in the 
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shortest possible time — in no case more than twenty-four 
hours.’^ 

1ST chorus-leader: Yes, that’s all very well, but how 
many absolutely reliable Party members do we have in 
the regiment? Hardly six or seven all told. The anarchists 
will simply shoot them down. 

2ND chorus-leader: It is the duty of Commissars and all 
other Communists to set personal examples of courage and 
self-sacrifice under any and all circumstances, to conduct 
themselves as Party members by doing all that lies within 
their power regardless of difficulties. 

BLACKOUT 


The anarchist chief, foghorn, and 
some of their henchmen. The CHIEF 
gloomily hums ^^The W arshavyankaP 
FOGHORN is cleaning a rifle. Several 
times he snafs the trigger of the emfty 
guriy froducing a coldy sharfy expressive 
click, 

chief: How about having a drink? 
foghorn: Not me. I have to take care of my health. 
chief: Vanity, nothing but vanity all around me. . . . My 
heart-burn is rising into my throat, choking me. . , . 
There is no God, there are no men. \^Looking at his follow- 
ers,^ Can you call these men? There is nothing anywhere. 
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foghorn: But just look what a woman weVe got with us. 

Td like to marry one like her, when all this trouble is over. 
chief: Ha! Want to atone for your sins with her, do you? 
, , . Atone for the man we kJled, and the old woman. 
, . . That’s anarchy for you. 

[Enter a sailor. He approaches the CHIEF and. reports. \ 
sailor: We’ve arrested a couple of men — don’t know who 
they are. . ; 

[The CHIEF makes a motion indicating that the prisoners he 
brought in. Anarchist guards hnng in t*ivo middle-aged 
meUy haggardy unshaveny wearing ragged overcoats of the 
old Russian Army. The first holds himself erect and digriv^ 
fied; the second stands peculiarly hlank‘-facedy only his eyes 
alive. The sailors y attracted by the catchy gather round. 
The prisoners look about theniy see no sympathy. 1 
foghorn: Who are you? 

1ST prisoner: A human being. 
foghorn: a mortal, you’d better say. 

1ST prisoner: The same as you. 

foghorn: What have you got to say for yourself? 

1ST prisoner: My friend here and I — 
foghorn: Speak only for yourself. 

1ST prisoner: I repeat, my friend and I were prisoners of 
war in Germany. We were released from a concentration 
camp in Schleswig. We have come on foot across all of Po- 
land and Little Russia — 
foghorn: Now called the Ukraine! 

1ST prisoner: And we are trying to get home. Your men 
have got our papers there. [He motions toward the guards. 
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Some focket-worn documents are handed to FOGHORN^ 
who f asses them on to the CHIEF, j 
chief: What rank did you hold in the old army? 

1ST prisoner: We were both officers. 

[The sailors stir and growL^ 
foghorn: Do you know what’s happening in Russia? 

1ST officer: I doj and so does the whole world. But why 
do you look at us like this? So — un — unfriendly? I own 
no property — that’s what seems to irritate people most of 
all these days. I was drafted into the army by the mobiliza- 
tion. [More slowly.l And I quite refuse to understand 
this monstrous hate of one part of the people toward the 
other. It’s absurd. It’s — it’s as if [he grofes for a simile '] — 
fishes hated birds. Why should one fly while the other 
swims? Because they’re made that way. 
chief: Go on. 

1ST officer: I thought. . . . Fm afraid I’m a little excited 
— but I did so much thinking — back there. . . . May I 
speak? [One of the sailors stands up and moves close to 
the officer.] Everybody’s glaring at me so strangely. 
Don’t — please don’t look at me like that! May I speak? 
foghorn: You may speak. 

[The sailor moves away from the prisoner and sits down,] 
1ST officer: I used to dream that wffien our Russian Revo- 
lution came it would be full of beauty and light, full of 
love for mankind. For if it is not, then what difference 
will it make, after all? The persecutions of the Christians 
— the Inquisition — and now your Terror? [The sailors 
exchange sullen glances.] It’s all simply destruction, isn’t 
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it? No matter what name you give it, or however you 
justify it? I — I thought, as I walked over this dear Russian 
earth of ours, that here in Russia, in our Russia, we would 
see the first gleam of human kindness. 

CHIEF [roughLy'l : Kindness! Tve forgotten that word. And 
you forget it tool 

1ST officer; But how do you mean? — forget kindness? 
Oh no, you are wrong! Human kindness ought to be 
everywhere. It — it^s hard for me to speak — how you look 
at me! — but all the same I will speak, I must speak! I — 
you — ^you yourselves have been through the war, you were 
in the old military service, and so you too know how horri- 

' ble violence is. Surely you couldn’t want to use it against 

• others. 

foghorn: What a pleasant delusion! 

[Several of the anarchists laugh,^ 

1 ST officer: T'he world will be won over by setting an ex- 
ample, don’t you understand? Won over by ideas, not by 
force . . . you understand . . . how can I explain ic? 
Well, as Christ and his twelve disciples did. 

chief: That’s enough of that. Now let’s go over to logic. 
Have you studied that subject? 

1ST officer: Yes. 

chief [indicating the other frisonerl ; Why doesn’t he say 
anything? 

JST officer: He’s deaf. Shell-shock. 

[2' he sailors all look at the deaf man. Some faces change their 
exfressions,^ 

chief; And so you’re both oflScers, and you’ve been prison- 
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ers of war in Germany. And you’re trying to get home, are 
you? 

1ST officer: Yes. 

chief: How about him? 

[The DEAF MAN Smiles in uncomprehending confusion. His 
companion conveys to hirny in sign-slanguage y that the 
question concerns him and should be ans%vered in the af^ 
ftrmative. Eagerly he nodsy smiling at the chief.] 

chief: I see. And so it is perfectly clear that you are going 
home, and will then join the Whiteguards! 

1ST officer: We will not! We'll not leave our homes, once 
we get there. 

chief: If you don’t join the Whites, they’ll take you by force. 
You ought to know that law of the state machine by now. 
It’s all logical, isn’t it? 

1ST officer: But my friend is stone-deaf, and as for me — 
\^He opens his overcoat and reveals a mangled arm swings 
ing in a slmg,'] And then, why should we join the White- 
guards? After all, many have joined you! [With a nod 
he indicates Lieutenant BehAngy whom he has noticed in the 
background.'] 

chief: Us? There’s no way for you to join. us. We got only 
one representative of the officer class here — [searching out 
the commander with his eyeSy finding hwiy and address^ 
ing him; a shift in the crowd shows that the commander 
is guarded by an armed sailor] — and it just happens that 
we’re saying goodbye to him today. [Some of the men look 
at the commander.] Well, now, let’s go further with our 
logic. All your breed have to be uprooted and exterminated 
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down to the last man. If we don’t do that, we’ll lose 
the revolution. Now isn’t that logical? 

[Silence.^ 

deaf man {^unexpectedly'] : Is he letting us go home? 

1 ST OFFICER {through tears of desperation] : But wait — ^just 
a minute! Why — why, youVe the people who have been 
issuing proclamations about the most wonderful thing in 
life — ^proclamations about man’s humanity to man. I 
wanted so much to see — back there, we were reading about 
— the New Russia. Then why is everything so different 
here? Why all this cruelty? 

■ chief: Cruelty, , . . Ha! Why, you won’t find kinder 
folks on this earth than me and him. {Pointing to fog- 
horn.] 

1 ST officer: Let me say one last word — I implore you! 

chief: That’s a prejudice of the bourgeois courts — ^ snare 
and a delusion. And it’s unnecessary. {To henchmen.] Take 
them away and — overboard. 

1ST officer {straightens up]: In that case I have the hon- 
our to pay you my respects. 1 thank you humbly for this last 
lecture, delivered in the hour of my death. 

DEAF MAN {to his friend^ plucking him by his empty slseve ] : 
Is he letting us go home? What is he saying? 

chief: Take ’em away! 

DEAF man: He’s letting us go home? {Addressing the 
chief.] You’re letting us go: Yes? Thank you, thank 
you! They’re expecting me at home! 

old seaman {coming out in front of the regiment] : Why 
should these men be killed? 
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[The sailors stir uneasily *'[ 

A voice: Let ’em alone! 

ALEXEI \_coming up to the CHIEF and pointing to the IST 
officer] : I like that man! 
chief: Take ’em away! 

ALEXEI: Don’t touch them! 

CHIEF {^shouldering his way into the crowd and taking up a 
position between the main body of the sailors and the pris^ 
oners ^ : Anybody who interferes with this will be shot too. 
Take ’em awa)^, I say! 

‘ {Anarchist guards lead the two men away,'\ 

ALEXEI {to the chief]: You better look out! 

{Enter the commissar^ the little finn, spotty and a 
couple of others J\ 

chief: Have you signed the Order? 
commissar {slowly ^ : Yes. 
chief: Then hand it over. 

ALEXEI: Did you see? 

commissar: See what? What’s the matter? 
foghorn: Aw, he’s all worked up because we’re just liquidat- 
ing a couple of men here. 
old seaman: They are prisoners! 

ALEXEI: And you call yourself a commissar! 
commissar: Stop this murder! 

{It is the moment in which the fate of the regiment is being 
decided. The COMMISSAR weighs all the elements: herself^ 
her Party comrades and the regiment, ALEXEI, the boats- 
wain, the OLD seaman, vainonen and several others 
rush out to stop the execution. Their excited shouts are 
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heard ^^Halt! Stof!^^ A moment of tense e^cfectancy , Then 
two shots in the distance. Silence, . . .] 

COMMISSAR [to the chief] : The Red Army does not shoot 
prisoners. Did you know that? 

chief: If they don’t, they’re too damned soft. Everybody 
joins one side or the other. 

commissar: They might have joined our side. More and more 
such men will be coming over to us. In the Red Army today 
there are already twenty-two thousand ofScers of the old 
army. 

CHIEF : T wenty-two thousand traitors ! 

[Agdn he searches out the commander with his eyes. Sev- 
eral of his henchmen do the same. The commander stares 
back at them coldly, 1 

commissar: Lenin says — 

chief: I’m not interested in the newspaper editorials written 
by the new prime minister. 

OLD seaman: But you should be interested in the orders issued 
by the Soviet government! 

chief: Oh, is that so ? My own orders are enough for me. 

[The anarchist guards return^ having carried out th^ 
chief’s order,'] 

one of the guards [mumbles in a dazed way]: One of 
them shouted ‘Tong live the Revolution!’’ 

chief: Well, what of it? He was lying — ^he showed his yel- 
low streak. 

ALEXEI [wild with fury] : But suppose he wasn’t lying! 

commissar [staffing alexei and several others] : Let’s 
talk this over quietly, 
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foghorn: That^s right. How I love sensible people! Sit down. 

chief: Yes, let’s talk it over. I’ll submit to general opinion. 

[Slowly they all sit down — not at random^ hut each select- 
ing among the haphazard furnishings of the flace a 
^position which seems to him or her to be somehow 
strate^c^l 

chief: Well, fire away. 

[The men of the regiment move closer hesitantly^ exchange 
ing glances 

A voice: Just try to say something here! 

COMMISSAR [to the chief] : Your superioriity is so respected 
that no one ventures to contradict you. 

old seaman [coming forward] : Oh no? 

ALEXEI [stepping in front of the old seaman] : Whose su- 
periority are you talking about? [Pointing to the chief.] 
Him? Superior to whom? To us? [To the chief.] 
You “granted us permission” to talk, did you? Want to 
listen, do you? We’re too quiet in your presence, eh? 
[Mimicking him derisively,] “Why the noise?” 

chief [to foghorn] : Alexei is sick. 

ALEXEI [pointing to foghorn]: It’s him that’s sick — this 
syphilitic boot-licker of yours. I throw it in your teeth, in 
your dirty mug — ^you’re a traitor! 

chief: Who has taught you to talk like that? [Looks 
searchingly at the commissar, at the old seaman, at 
VAINONEN.] 

OLD SEAMAN [to the chief] : Yes, have a good look around, 
you bullying bastard. And don’t think we haven’t had an 
eye on you for a long time now. 
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chief; I see, I see. . . . 

VAINONEN [^as he moves along a line of sailors who stand in 
irresolute silence'\ : Not a peep out of you — and yet you are 
supposed to be war seamen! [^Sfits in disgust'\ 

[The men hegm to stir angrily. 1 

A VOICE : What d’ya mean, we’re not war seamen ? 

spotty: Who are you throwing dirt at — ^us? 

A SECOND voice: Who are we afraid of, mates? Him? [An 
arm gestures at the chief.] 

ALEXEI [accusingly to the chief] : Did you ask us our opin- 
ion when you had our buddy thrown overboard on account 
of that old woman’s purse? 

THIRD voice: No! 

[The CHIEF does not moveJ\ 

ALEXEI: And did you ask us how we felt about it when you 
threw the old woman overboard, too ? 

FOURTH voice: No! 

ALEXEI: And that’s not all. Did you pay any attention when 
you were asked to keep hands off her? [Pointing to the 
commissar.] 

FIFTH voice: No! 

Bo’suN [fointing to the commander]: Or him? Not to 
mention myself? 

ALEXEI: Yes, and them too. Did you ask the consent of the 
Commissar and the others when you said we were going 
‘^to say goodbye” to him? [Gestures toward the comman- 
der. ] And how about those two cripples you shot just now ? 
What did you murder them for? 

[An angry wave of voices.] 
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:hief: Stop this disorder! You don’t know everything. 
[Stands uf.l A plot has been discovered. The details wiU 
be made known immediately. Commissar, read out the 
order! 

[The CHIEF takes uf a self-confident fose beside the com- 
missar. The men show heightened attention and surfrise.'\ 
i^OMMlssAR [fretending to read out a written order but ac- 
tually making it uf as she goes along'] : “In the name of 
the proletarian Revolution, the court-martial, consisting of 
the Commissar of the regiment and persons appointed 
by her—” 

foghorn: What persons? 
chief: Don’t interrupt! 

commissar: “Having considered the case of the former — ” 
[All eyes turn to commander Behring] “ — Chief of 
the detachment — ” [the close-facked men sUr] — “and 
having found him, the Chief, guilty of executing without 
trial or investigation certain sailors of the regiment; and 
further, of executing in aforesaid manner an unknown wo- 
man, and also -two prisoners; and further, of insubordin- 
ation to the Commissar, who is the representative of the 
Soviet government — sentences the above-mentioned for- 
mer Chief of the detachment to the highest measure of 
social defence, namely, death by shooting.” 

[While the commissar ^^reads^^ the order^ FOGHORN watches 
the changing exfressions on the faces around him. This is 
his way of reading the order. As its meaning grows flain^ he 
hacks farther and farther away from the CHIEF, deserting 
him more flainly than words could exfress.] 
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CHIEF l_drazvs his fistol]: Double-crossed! Help! 

[SzAT sailors hurl themselves ufon the CHIEF. His shot is jired 
m the air and the pstol torn out of his hand. He struggles 
to throw them offy at the same time looJdng for helf from 
FOGHORN.] 

CHIEF \_shouts to foghorn] : Where are you? 

FOGHORN [whom ALEXEI has forced to his knees '] : I — 
he [indicating the chief] made me do all those things! 

chief: Somebody read what she’s *got there in her hand! 
That’s not the right paper! This is all a double-cross! 

[Silence.] 

[The COMMISSAR stands fingering the blank sheet of fafer. 
ALEXEI looks at hery takes the fafery turns it over and 
aroundy gets the idea^ 

ALEXEI: It’s all written here just the way she read it. And 
don’t* forget you agreed to submit to general opinion. 
[Dragging FOGHORN with himy he strides over to the 
CHlEFj lifts FOGHORN uf like a fuffet and fromfts him.] 
Now then, what is it you always used to say in cases like 
this? 

FOGHORN [his face held uncomfortably close to the chief’s] : 
The verdict is final and no appeal allowed. 

ALEXEI [to the COMMISSAR and those who stand nearest 
her]'. Right? 

commissar: Right. 

[Silence . . . broken after a momenty by the sound of 
VAINONEN stiffing a cartridge into his rifl-e and throwing 
the bolt.] 

VAINONEN: Shall I carry out the sentence? 
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commissar: I think Comrade Alexei here can do everything 
that is necessary. 

[ ALEXEI whirls around in surprise. The chief struggles help- 
lessly in the grasp of the six sailor sl\ 
chief: Let me have my last word! Alexei, brother! Alyosha! 
[ ALEXEI 7iods to the chief’s captors and himself removes 
their hafidsj setting the chief free.^ 

ALEXEI: The last word is a prejudice of the bourgeois courts 
— a snare and a delusion. And it’s unnecessary. {^Draws his 
pistoLI Come on, let’s go. 
chief: Long live the Revolution! 

ALEXEI: Aw, cut it out! 

[alexei leads the chief out. Everyone waits, A shot is 
heard,’\ 

Bo’sUN [crossing himself quickly^ : Receive, O Lord, the soul 
of thy departed servant! 

VAINONEN [to the COMMISSAR who is Standing deep in 
thought\ : Say, what are you thinking about this time ? 
Honest to God your head’ll split! 
commissar: What business is that of yours, Vainonen? [To 
the commander.] Comrade Commander, you are re- 
leased. Take over the command of the regiment! 
COMMANDER [snapping to attention’\ : Aye, aye ! 

[Suddenly a loud hurst of rowdy song is heard off-stage^ 
coming swiftly nearer and nearer,'\ 

A voice: The anarchist reinforcements! 

[Noisily^ in wild disorder ^ a group of sailors pour in. Their 
uniforms and equipment are in slovenly disarray. The leader 
of this crowds a tally gangling many lets out an awful sound 
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halfway between a neigh and a roar. His voice is raucous^ 
and he speaks with a thick Odessa accent,~\ 

odessite; Hello, Comrades of de free detachment! Greetings 
to our brudder anarchists! Here we are, me and my beau- 
ties! Ready for de slaughter! Come to stand by our dear 
Chief ! {He notices BEHRING and the commissar.] Ha, ha, 
ho, ho, where did you catch dese birdies? [Suspecting noth- 
ing of the real situation^ he swaggers towards them with a 
leer of cruel a?iticipation.'\ An officer and his little lady, eh? 
In a pretty fix, ain’t you now? We’ll take care of you in 
just a minute. [To foghorn]: Hi, brudder, how’re you? 
Where’s de Chief? Ain’t seen him for a tousand years! 
How’s his healt’? Dat heartburn of his was always giving 
him trouble. How is he now? 

foghorn: His heartburn doesn’t bother him any more. 

ODESSITE : What you lookin’ so glum for? 

COMMISSAR [to foghorn] : Explain to him. And make it 
short. 

ioghorn: Um, um — it’s like this. We just bumped off that 
chief of yours, so we did. Put him out of the way. He was a 
bastard anyhow. 

odessite: Say, your syph ain’t worked its way up to de attic 
already, has it? [Taps foghorn significantly on the top of 
his headJ] 

foghorn [slapping away his hand^ : All right, all right, 
where it?s worked its way to is my business. . . . 

[Re -enter ALEXEI. He filings down the chief’s capy belt and 
holster. 

foghorn [to the odessite]: Recognize ’em? 
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[The new arrival stares y craning his neck with a convulsive 
twisU He whirls to his followers.} 
odessite: Bnidders! Treachery! 

[The newly-arrived grouf begins an ufroar. The sailors of 
the regiment close in on them. There are a few seconds of 
hand-to-hand fighting before the anarchists are disarmed.} 
vainonen: Pipe down there, you tramps! Your monkey- 
business is over, see? From now on you’re in the Navy. 
Or you get an extra hole drilled in your head. 

[The group feels the organized power of the disciplined naval 
regiment that faces it. . . .] 
commissar; Bo’sun, take charge of the reinforcements! 
Bo’sun: Aye, aye! [Marches overy faces them.} Fall-1-1 in! 
[Startledy the anarchists form ragged lines.} Atten-SHUN! 
Ri-i-ight dress! [He moves along the ranks y straightening 
men none too gently.} Pull in those bellies! Heads up! 
Heels together! Throw out your chests! Hold your breath! 
Steady! All together now — ^front! 

[The dazed group fronts and stands stiffly attention. The 
COMMISSAR approaches.} 
commissar: Welcome, comrades! 

ODESSITE [shortly } : Howdy. 

commissar [sternly y coming closer } : Once more — learn it. 
Welcome, comrades! 

[The group makes discordant sounds. The First Naval Kegt- 
menty across the stage from the newcomersy moves for- 
ward with a threatening murmur.} 
commissar [to the group}: Still pretty bad. Once again — 
Da zdrastvuyete, tovarishchi! 
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[The grouf fausesj then^ Reeling the full force of her au- 
thonty^ shouts the correct Red Army response — zdras-ssll 
commissar: Very good. I congratulate you, comrades, on 
your joining the First Naval Regiment of the Regular 
Red Army! 

THE GROUP [together^ in full voice^ the response they had. 

once known'\i We serve the toiling people! 

Bo’sUN [with relish] : Ah-ha, so you remembered it, did you? 
COMMANDER [asidey to the commissar] : It’s simply amaz- 
ing, how quickly this is all happening! 
commissar: Yes, somewhat less than two hundred years. 
FOGHORN [joining m familiarly with the commissar] : Yes,, 
you see what we’re made of now. If we only had more such 
Communists! 

Bo’sUN [notidng him ] : Get in line ! 

[With slinking stef he obeys,] 
commissar: We’re going on the march, comrades. 

[The regimenty now a comfact mass in even ranks ^ begins- 
to mark time ,,, to march ,,, its movement is free^ 
swingingy spirited.] 

commissar: Now then comrades, let’s hear your first “Hur- 
rah” in the regular Red Army! 

[And the thunder of the regiment^ s ^^RurraK^ is the first 
born cry of a mighty army, . . . Marching magnificently y, 
they move of, . . .] 

END OF ACT TWO 
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Twilight. Another camping place. The 
COMMISSAR, the BO’sUN, the OLD SEA- 
MAN and VAINONEN. 

COMMISSAR [finishing a conversation over a field telephQne '\ : 
Yes, yes. I see. Exactly. [Replaces the receiver. 1 See here, 
comrades. There’s been too much talk and not nearly 
enough military action. It’s high time to act. Time is pre- 
cious for us. While we were on the march I consulted with 
the Commander on a number of questions. [To the old 
SEAMAN.] You, my friend, will take command of a bat- 
talion. 

OLD SEAMAN *. But what kind of a commander will I make ? 
After all, I’m only a stoker. 

commissar: Right now all of us are only stokers. So we’re 
not going to talk any more about that. 

jbo'sun: But this fighting on dry land isn't what we’re used to 
— ^let alone tabng command. We sailors were always fin- 
icky about hoofing it. 

commissar; And now you’re going to get over being finicky. 

bo’sun: Aye, aye. 

[Enter the commander.] 

commander: I have received news of the highest military 
significance. 

commissar; I’m listening. 
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\The COMMANDER looks doubtfully at the old seaman, un- 
certain whether he should refort in the fresence of a rank- 
and- file sailor 

commissar: What’s the matter? — does this comrade’s being 
here embarrass you? Let me introduce him: this is the new 
battalion commander you and I were talb’ng about. He’s 
your assistant. 

[The COMMANDER shakes hands with the scdlorJ] 

vainonen: What a pity there’s not some kind of a little battal- 
ion for me to command! 

commissar: Wait a bit — ^we’ll hunt one up for you, when 
you’ve learned enough. And now, Comrade Commander, 
let’s hear the news. 

COMMANDER [handing a telegratn to the commissar] : Th^" 
message is short but sufficiently eloquent. An Imperial Ger- 
man infantry brigade, transferred from the Western Front 
by the enemy, is now being moved against our sector. 

bo’sun; The Imperials! I saw them in 1908, when the fleet 
was on a foreign cruise. 

commander: Quite right. 

commissar : And what do you propose to do, Comrade Com- 
mander? 

[vainonen and the old seaman move closer to the com- 
mander.] 

commander [turnhig to a field maf on the wall and demon- 
strating each fhrase with the fointer in his hand"] : My plan 
is as foUows: Here is our position. We have three battal- 
ions. I propose moving two battalions forward — ^there is 
good cover here. I would leave one battalion in reserve. 
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This could be the battalion led by — \a nod} — the new 
commander. 

[Silence 

COMMISSAR [refeaUng his words reflectwely] : Move two 
battalions forward. One battalion in reserve. So. Everything 
perfectly correct — from the standpoint of the old army’s 
rules and regulations. But is it right under our present con- 
ditions? 

[Enter alexei.] 

ALEXEI [looking around at them alt ] : Maybe I’m not 
wanted here, as usual? 

commissar: That’s not so. Sit down. Well, how are our sea- 
faring friends getting along on dry land? 

alexei: All alive and kicking. Enjoying the fresh air. Cast- 
ing an eye over the local female population. [Senously,'\ 
There’s a rumour that something’s on foot. Is that right? 

commissar: Something is on foot — a brigade of German 
infantry regulars and they’re advancing straight towards 
us! 

alexei [bounding forward^ : Give it to ’em! 

OLD seaman: What are you going to give ’em — how are 
you going to give it to ’em — ^where are you going to give 
it to ’em;? [Ironically,] Just give it to ’em any old way, 
eh? 

alexei [sitting down] : Well, what am I, a strategist or 
something? [Indicating the commander.] He’s the spe- 
cialist here. 

commissar: The Comrade Commander has already made 
his proposal — that we should wait for the enemy to advance, 
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and then meet him. What do you say to that? [2" he 
others are silent In my opinion, this proposal is no good. 
\To the COMMANDER.] Don’t be offended. Once the 
enemy has been located, and is advancing on us, we must 
attack without waiting for him. We must strike unex- 
pectedly, and knock him off his feet so hard he’ll never 
get up. 

ALEXEI: Put ’er there, mate! [They shake hands •'] 

bo’sun: That’s real navy style! 

commissar: We’ve had enough of the old Russian military 
tactics — 2 i thin line of men stretched out across the field, 
lying on their bellies in the mud, and somewhere in the rear 
a pitiful handful of reserves sitting, and all of them waiting, 
waiting, till the enemy charges and grabs whatever he 
wants, right and left, I propose — for the present this is only 
my personal opinion — ^to begin by outflanking the enemy 
at once. 

ALEXEI; Oho! 

commissar: And your opinion? 

COMMANDER [‘zuri/y] : Your alternate proposal is a radical 
one, and I should have thought. , . . however, since this 
comes from the side of the Party. . . . 

commissar: Then we’ll adopt the second proposal. Issue your 
orders. 

commander: One minute, please. [Using calUfers on the 
mafJ\ The scale is two miles. So. Just a moment. . . . 
[Sketches the whole oferaAon deftly on the mafJ\ The 
first battalion will remain here in our position and post sen- 
tries. When the enemy attacks, they must take the full 
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force of the blow without retreating. Meanwhile, two bat- 
talions, the second and third, will advance under cover. . . * 
So. . . . They will make a flanking march — fifteen mfles 
— ^and deliver a joint attack at this point. 

commissar; We must select reliable people to carry out this 
plan. 

COMMANDER [drily] ; Undoubtedly. That is your function. 

commissar: I think you had better command the two flank- 
ing battalions yourself, taking your new assistant with you. 
As for the first battalion \lookmg around^ I shall remain 
with it, and with me the Bo’sun and Alexei. 

vainonen: Well, and what about me? [To the commis- 
sar] : Let me go with that officer . . . honest to God! 

commissar; And how about your staying here with me, 
Vainonen? 

vainonen: All right. 

COMMISSAR [to vainonen] : Take a look there. Anybody 
hanging around? 

[vainonen goes to the doovy looks about and makes a sign 
that no one is there 

commander: We will make the joint attack as follows: the 
first battalion will deliver a frontal attack; the second and 
third battalions, an attack on the enemy’s rear. The time 
for the attack will be five o’clock, just before dawn. Please 
see that your watches agree. It is now eleven-twenty- 
nine. 

[They all take out their watches ^ comfare them and set 
themJ\ 

OLD seaman: At five o’clock. 
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[All watches set by the commander’s timcy they wmd the^n 
and replace thcm^ 

commissar: I would like you all to remember that this battle 
will be the first real test of our regiment. . . . Our plan 
of operations has to be kept an absolute secret. If anyone 
falls into the enemy’s hands, he must not say a word, what- 
ever they may do to him. Our attack can be successful only 
if it comes as a complete surprise to the enemy. 

vainonen; Aye, aye. We’ll keep the secret. To the death. 

commissar: Well, what do you think? Will the regiment: 
stand the test? 

commander: Unfortunately I do not possess the gift of 
prophecy. One thing I would advise, however, is that 
we start at once. Every minute counts now. 

BLACKOUT 

From the dark stage are heard subdued 
commands and the tramp of ma7iy 
boots. The two battalions are beginning 
their secret march by night. Suddenly 
the slender beams of two spotlights find 
the CHORUS-LEADERS at either end of 
the stage, 

isr chorus-leader: They’re marching, they’re marching! 
[Listens, repeats softly. '\ One, two, three, four! Left! 
Left! Left, right, left! Hear them, those first swinging, 
rhythmic steps. That’s the way an army moves when every* 
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man in it knows where he^s going and why! The romance 
of those night marches still beats strong in our hearts. O 
Red Army, you were our youth! When we were eighteen 
years old we used to call out to the whole world, “Listen, 
everybody, everywhere.” We remember all our marches 
-and campaigns, and how in the last terrible hour the 
shouts of the Baltic sailors were raised in victory. How 
well we recall the great roads our comrades travelled, in- 
fantry divisions and cavalry corps. ... We remember 
everything. . . . And when one fell, it was as if a piece 
of our own body had been torn out. 

:2ND chorus-leader: The sun shone for us, and great names 
blazed before us — Lenin, Stalin, Voroshilov. And how we 
smiled when the six-gun volleys of our army rang out over 
hill and valley. We knew how to march. We marched year 
after year, day and night, fifty miles a day. ... We swam 
across all the rivers from the Vistula to the Amur. And 
everywhere we posted our men on w’^atch. 

BLACKOUT 


The dark stage grows a little lighter ^ 
revealing foghorn and vainonen on 
sentry duty in the nighu 

foghorn: Keep your eyes open, Vainonen. 
vainonen: I got ’em open. 

foghorn: And look behind you just as sharp as in front. 
i6o 



AN OPTIMISTIC TRAGEDY 


Act III 


vainonen; Why behind me? 

foghorn: Why? Because a good old comrade was mur- 
dered, that’s why. There’s treachery in our regiment. 
vainonen: You think so? Of course — ^that — officer — ^the 
devil only knows! 

foghorn; What a man we’ve lost — ^and they’ve put an of- 
ficer in his place! Our comrades are going blind, they’re 
forgetting .the old days. . . . And something will happen 
to that woman, too. 

VAINONEN ; No, nothing will happen to a woman like her. And 
keep still — ^we’re not supposed to talk on duty. We’ve got 
to look sharp — those Germans may attack any minute now. 
foghorn: Whether you keep watch or not — ^the regiment is 
done for now anyway — you can take my word for it. Better 
quit while the quitting’s good. 
vainonen: No, it isn’t. Don’t you worry. 
foghorn: Lets run away, Vainonen — diet’s go out to the 
steppes, and through the salt marshes, and along the paths 
' by the sea. We’ll find our way to friends who don’t betray 
— ^we’U go and find the truth, Vainonen. 
vainonen: I’m finding that right here. Tomorrow we’re 
having an organizational meeting of the Party members. 
We’ve got groups of Party members and sympathizers or- 
ganized already. That Commissar — she’s got things all 
turned around the right way now, so that there’s no turn- 
ing them back. 

foghorn: Say, why did she call you and the Commander and 
the others together, a while ago? What were you talking 
about at your conference ? 
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vainonen: I don^t know. 

FOGHORN [gritting his teeth]: Don’t know, eh? You don’t 
trust an old comrade? You’ve forgotten the revolution of 
nineteen-five, have you? 

vainonen: All right, you nineteen-fiver, sit still and keep 
quiet now, or I’ll — 
foghorn: Let’s have a smoke. 

[They turn around to light up» foghorn leans close to fasi^ 
his lighted match over vainonen’s shoulder. As he does 
. so^ he catches sight of the knife in the little Finn’s belt. 

' Swiftly and stealthily he draws it and fells vainonen with 
a sudden stab in the hack. He pauses^ then plunges the knife 
a second time into the motionless body,] 
foghorn [crouching over the corpse] : What do you think 
you’re conquering, anyway, you Bolsheviks? Why as long 
as there’s one free master on free soil, we’ll be at your 
throats! [S/ou’/y in the dimness he wipes the knife with his 
fingers.] 

[As foghorn turns to go^ he looks once more at vainon- 
en’s bodyy comes back and places it in a sitting position; 
but it droops limply ^ sags over^ and falls on its side^ the 
head knocking against the stones. Cunningly y he props ii 
up against the hank in a life-dike sleeping posture. When 
satisfied with his grisly handiworky he shoulders his rifle, 
counts his bulletSy and slinks of, the one idea that fills hh 
mind flung out in a snarly ^^Long live anarchy 
vainonen’s body slowly stiffens in death, A stifled cry is 
heard from the direcUon in which foghorn has disap-- 
feared . , , Crawling figures appear. A soldier in a spiked 
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steel helmet cree^ps noiselessly up to the motionless sentry. 
In the dark he bayonets the body — touches it gingerly — 
rises in surprise. Several other soldiers come crawling up. 
As they stare at the dead sentry ^ a line oj troops advances 
swiftly and silently through the gap. 

After a moment^ startled cries are heard off-stage. Scattered 
shots. Shouts of alarm. Brokenly a bugle tries to blow ^^To 
arms^^ but is chopped off on a half -note. Sounds convey the 
desperate struggle of the first battalion y taken by surprise^ 
and although the fighting is unseeuy it is painfully clear what 
is happening after the enemy has broken through. Figures 
appear y seeking cover. It is the commissar with a handful 
of sailor s,^ 

commissar: Lie down here. 

[A searchlight? s glaring beam sweeps above their hiding-place. 
Rifle volleys off-stage tell the fate of the remnants of the 
first hattalion,’\ 

ALEXEI [wagging his finger reproachfully in the enemy^s di- 
rection \ : Hey, why should you want to spoil relations? 

commissar: Alexei, come here! 

ALEXEI [crawling up to her] : What’s the matter? 

commissar: Did you bring your accordion? 

ALEXEI: You bet I did! 

commissar: Can you play “Arise, ye prisoners of starvation”? 

ALEXEI: No, IVe always specialized in love songs and bal- 
lads. Why do you ask? 

commissar: You’re going to play now. . . . 

Bo’sUN [shouting]: Here they come! 

[The enemy advances. The men left from the first battalion 
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hug the ground, sighting along their rifles, while alexei 
jauntily riffles off the first chords of a tune and 
shouts, ] 

ALEXEI: Listen to me, boys, listen to me! 

[The enemy ofens fire, alexei ts ins fired by the danger and 
the attention he is attracting, J 
Bo’suN [shouting]: They^re coming! 

[The enemy fires steadily, fitdessly,] 
alexei: Hold on hard, mates! Don^t show your sterns! Take 
aim and give it to ’em hot! The first number on our pro- 
gram will be the popular sailors’ song about the Far East, 
entitled “The Sinking of the Varangian.” 

[The enemy continues to advance. The seamen are now 
down to their last cartridges.] 
bo’sun: We’re out of ammunition. 
alexei: To your feet, men! 

[The seamen spring uf from under cover, alexei flays more 
and more furiously, drawing himself uf to full height, 
swaying like a drunken man. The sailors hold their emfty 
rifles by their sides, alexei flings his accordion into the 
faces of the enemy. He tears his sweat-drenched shirt from 
his back, twists it into a heavy knout and lashes at the ad- 
vancing soldiers. In a close^acked group, the seamen fight 
with whatever comes to hand, laboured breathing and 
hoarse groans as teeth bite through cloth, sldm, flesh. Several 
sailors are knocked to the ground. Their resistance is broken. 
They are led away as prisoners within a line of soldiers.] 
alexei [throwing off his guards ] : What are you staring 
at? Carry me in your arms, you bastards, in your arms! 
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We’re not going to walk over to you! [Derisively ^ chaU 
lengmglyy he throws himselj down on the groundJ\ 
commissar: Hurrah for the Red Army, Hurr — 

[Her mouth is stoffed first with a fisty then with a gag. In 
answer to the commissar comes an indomitable ^^HurrahP^ 
from the caftured seamen. The enemy soldiers do every- 
thing to stof the caftive^s mouths; they choke them^ yet 
through the graffling fingers of the enemy the sailors^ 
^‘Hurrah! HurrahP^ bursts forth louder and stronger, . . . 
[^ilence,\ 

[Enter the chorus-leaders. This iirney before speaking , 
they survey one another sombrely,^ 

2 ND CHORUS-LEADER [to the first] I Our comrades are taken 
prisoner. 

1ST CHORUS-LEADER [to the audience] : What do you think, 
is their cause lost? 

2ND chorus-leader: Listen — ^as long as there is one breath 
left in his body, as long as he can lift a hand — even his left 
hand — a Communist fighter keeps on fighting. If you can- 
not move, you still have your voice to persuade, to en- 
courage, to compel others to act. ... If you can’t speak 
— make signs. If you are taken away and beaten to uncon- 
sciousness — do not flinch. If you can’t move a muscle, 
while you lie tied hand and foot, and gagged — spit the 
gag into the hangman’s face. Should you die, as the axe 
falls on your neck, give your last thought to the Revolu- 
tion. Remember that even death can be Party work. 

BLACKOUT 
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Music . . . jevei’ish with the emotions 
of the 'previous scene . , . excitement 
and expectation of sudden death. Wild 
night birds are crying over the stc'ppe. 
The captured seamen lie fast asleep y em- 
bracing the earth. Only four are awakcy 
pacing to and fro like caged animals. 
Around them stand the guards y gloomy 
and forbidding like the shades of an cm- 
'^re. In his dreams y ALEXEI is re-living 
the battle; he tosses abouty cryingy 
^^Cdrry mcy carry mcy you bastards 
He wakes up, sees the commissar. She 
sits silent and unbowed, 

ALEXEI; Where am I? Hm — oh, yes. Well, life is sometimes 
disappointing. [To the commissar.] Keeping watch, are 
you? 

commissar: Tm thinking. . . . What happened? Whom did 
we have on guard? 

ALEXEI: Vainonen. 

commissar: Vainonen. What could have happened to him? 

odessite; Maybe someone betrayed us? What do you Pink, 
Bo’sun? Maybe we were double-crossed, I say. You bumped 
off our chief, left dat officer alive, and we were caught nap- 
ping, dat’s what. 

ALEXEI [shoving him away~\ : Go on, you. . . . 

bo’sun [to odessite] : Don’t you try to start trouble here — 
you’re still on Soviet territory, remember! 
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ODESSITE : Go to hell, old hide-bound ! [Pointmg at the com- 
missar.] Aha, de silent Pinker! 
commissar; Yes, I have to think both for myself and for those 
Vi^ho can’t think. 

odessite: I'll show 3 ^ou who can’t t’ink! 

SPOTTY [giving htm a hard shove] : Shut up, you louse ! 
ALEXEI: Oh, if only our regiment is able to get here! 
commissar: Ssh! [alexei stop, looks around quickly. 1 
Keep a grip on yourself. 
alexei: Keep up the traditions of the Fleet, eh? 
commissar: Yes, keep up the traditions of the Fleet. 
bo’sun: It’s about time to wake the crew. 
commissar: That’s right, Bo’sun. You’re keeping to .the navy 
regulations even here, are you? 
bo’sun: Aye, aye — especially when the enemy is only in- 
fantry, We’ll never surrender to infantry in a hundred 
years! 

commissar: We won’t, Bo’sun, we won’t. This territory is 
ours. 

alexei: Yes, damn it, ours! 
commissar: Sound reveille. 

[And the BO’sUN, remembering all his long years of naval 
service, futs his fingers to his lip, in lieu of his fife, and blows 
reveille — a stAkingly good imitation delivered in a low, 
clear whistle.] 

bo’sun [in his best naval manner] : All hands heave out, 
heave out, heave out! All hands to cocoa and biscuits, cocoa 
and biscuits! 

[The bruised, f rostrate bodies begin to stir. Some of the men, 
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from force of habit ^ refeat the reveille whistle to themselves. 
They fall itiy fresh and rested. The BO^SUN goes along the 
short lincy straightening a uniform herCy foiniing to an un- 
buttoned collar there. When satis fiedy he about-faces and 
reforts to the commissar, ^^All hands heaved 
commissar: Good morning, comrades! 

\Softlyy in unisony the survivors answer the commissar.] 
odessite: Sssh! What de hell — wanta get us all shot wiV 
dis “Good morning” of yours? 

commissar: Quiet there! [To them aU,'\ We don’t know 
whether the other two battalions will come to our rescue or 
not, but there is one thing we do know, and that is, that 
every last one of us will keep a still tongue in his head. 
Not a word must be said about where the other two bat- 
talions have gone, or what their plans are. 

ALEXEI: Silence to the death, you get that? 

ONE OF THE MEN: But maybe we coiild say something that 
would throw them off the track? [Nods in the direction of 
the stolkd sentries y who do not understand a word of what is 
being sckd^ 

ALEXEI: You’ll only throw yourself off the track. They’ll 
cross-question you and get you so mixed up in your own lies 
that you’ll let the cat out of the bag. The only thing to 
do is keep mum — to the death, as I said. We’ll stick together, 
and above all, play for time. 
commissar: That’s right, Alexei. 

ALEXEI: We’ve got to stall, gain time, drag it out any way we 
can till five o’clock. And then — ! . . . Fu, what am I blab- 
bing! I’d better knock on wood! 
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odessite: Honest to God I never in my life set eyes on such 
simple-minded people as you. . . . What d’ya expect, any- 
way — ^you let dat officer go away alone, and you t'ink he’ll 
come back on his own hook and risk his neck on a tough job 
like dis? Why, hell, dat gallant young commander o£ yours 
has flew de coop long ago! 

[The men look questioningly at the commissar.] 

A voice: Maybe he has, huh? 

[Enter an enemy OFFICER, accomfanied by a guard.'] 
officer; Achtung! Veil, who vill gift* information? [A close 
silence.] You haflF not understood j’^our situation. You are 
prisoners. Who gifts information, will save his life. Who vill 
speak? [Unbroken silence.] Ach, seJ? Veil, you vill speak 
' soon. 

[A guard leads in foghorn, who stop short when he sees 
the sailors. A murmur of surf rise from the frisoners. ] 
officer: You know this man? 

[Hard'-facedy stony silence.] 
odessite: First time I ever seen him. 

officer [to foghorn] ; You vill explain me ver iss the rest 
of your regiment, [bqghg^’^ says nothing.] Veil! If you do 
not speak, you vfll go in with them [foints down at the pris- 
oners] and vill share their [gropes for a worcT] their fate, 
yes? Haft I Russisch spoken clearly, yes? 
foghorn: Who you tr3ring to scare, anyway? ‘Tate,” huh? 
I spit on it. [Pointing to the co'^i'mssAVi.] And on her, too 
— ^that long-haired creature. Nobody’s going to tell me what 
I have to do I 

officer [to foghorn, with cold military explicitness] ; Then 
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why haff you deserted to our front, after killing your sentry 
and leaving your front open? 

[At the OFFICER'S words the caftive sailors fling themselves 
toward the traitory but are brought to a standstill by the 
bayonets of the guards 

commissar: Where is Vainonenr 

foghorn: Gone for good. 

[Again the sailors lunge toward foghorn, again they are 
stoffedJ\ 

foghorn: If anybody touches me TU bite his throat in two! 

officer; Leave him here! 

[The guards lead foghorn down into the midst of the fris- 
oners,^ 

FOGHORN [shouting ] : But they^il kill me here! I don't know 
anything, honest I don't! Ask her, the Commissar here ! She 
knows all about it! 

officer: Ahfuhren, [foghorn is led away,] Who is Com- 
missar here? 

[A tense 'pause. Some of the men move to shield the com- 
missar.] 

commissar: I am the Commissar. 

officer: You? Ach, so! Follow me! 

[The COMMISSAR leaves the men^ comes up to the officer 
and starts 

ALEXEI; Take us all! 

commissar: Steady, comrades! It looks like we shall have to 
have a talk. [By her enunciation of this phrase the commis- 
sar clearly conveys the meaning: ^^Gain time!^^] 

[The guards lead the commissar away,] 
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officer: I giff you five minutes to think it over. 

ALEXEI: Excuse me, ^vhat is the correct time now? 

OFFICER \_glancmg at his wrist-ivatch'l : Fifteen minutes auf 
five. 

ALEXEI: Listen, mates — 

ODESSITE [Losing his nerve^ : My God, my God! Five 
minutes! [To alexei.] Why, dey’ll hang me. Say 
couldn’t we tell dem something ? 

ALEXEI: Shut up! 

a voice: And stay shut up ! 

ODESSITE ; My God, my God, how quick time goes. A minute, 
anot’er minute. Dat’s my whole life flying away right 
now. . . . How quick de seconds run past. . . . One, two, 
tree, four — Glisten to dem, listen to dem — ^five, six, seven, 
eight, nine, ten. . . . 

[The ODESSITE rolls his eyes wildly^ begins to tremble^ breaks 
out in loud laughter ^ which grows more and more terrible. 
He jails to the ground^ foaming at the mouthy writhing in 
convulsions that double him uf,^ 

A voice: There’s one done for — gone batty. 

Bo’suN [closely watching the ferjormance'] : That’s it, come 
on, you’re doing fine. Let’s have some more, now, wallow 
like a good one. Keep it up — ^work hard. I’m an old psychol- 
ogist with twenty-five years’ practice treating cases like you, 
and not a one has ever fooled me. 

ODESSITE [abruptly stop kicking y gets uf as if nothing had 
haffenedl : Won’t work. . . .You see, dey don’t shoot 
crazy people. If you were smart, we could all play crazy. 

ALEXEI [seizing the odessite by the scruff of the necK\ : The 
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woman knows how to keep a hold on herself, but you, 
you bastard — [Throws him to one side*'] Keep both eyes 
on him! 

[Re-enter the OFFICER and the guard,] 
officer: The time is up. Veil, haff you thought it over? Who 
vill giff information? 

[ The sailors exchange lightning glances^ and demonstratively 
all sit down together, alexei clears his throat and sfits at 
the officeR'^s folished boots. Two others do the same. The 
OFFICER hastily withdraws,] 

ALEXEI: Get ready for the end, mates. Bo’sun, what do you 
•think — ^wili the Commander betray us, or will he make it? 
bo’sun: I can’t answer for him. . . . 

[Enter a ffiest in vestments. All jail silent. It is clear that he is 
a chaflain of the enemy army and has been sent to ferform 
the last ntes. Slowly the friest draws nearer^ blessing the 
seamen with his cross, alexei, behind his hand^ makes a 
sound ^^Tsss!^^ — which conveys to the others that he is 
going to flay a game with the friest.] 

PRIEST [begins sadly ^ with rich churchly intonation] : They 
have told me that you are lost, poor souls, and they are pre- 
paring to send you to meet your Maker. They want to do 
it all with military exactitude, and in silence. Yet, after all, 
are they not right? Brave people like them have nothing to 
say to brave people like you. [Affroaches bo^sun.] What 
rank do you hold? 
bo^sun: Bo'sun. 
priest: Do you believe in God? 
bo’sun: I believe in one God, the Father Almighty. 
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priest: You have seen much service, Bo’sun, and could easily 
merit pardon and trust. 

\The prisoners listen anxiously 

jbo’sun: Thank you humbly, but it’s not necessary. I’ve taken 
the oath, ... 

priest: As you once swore allegiance to your tsar — 
jbo’sun: And when his imperial highness abdicated in Feb- 
ruary, nineteen-seventeen, he thereby released me from it, 
priest: As you will, I wanted only to help you. I wanted to 
save your life, but it seems that you prefer death. [Affroach-- 
es ALEXEI.] Death is an awful thing, my boy — you have 
seen what it does to a man. The flesh tears apart, the body 
grows stiff . , . then the first worm coimes creeping, creep- 
ing up your throat, up your throat. Your eyes dry up to 
' nothingness. And the silence — everywhere the silence of the 
grave. After all, nobody has a second life to live — only 
this one, and it’s so real and dear to us. [Softly ^ in alexei’s 
ear.] One word, my boy, and you are saved. Try to see the 
error of your ways. Confess your sins, dear boy, and we wiU 
help you! 

f ALEXEI flays his fart: listens awe-stricken to the priest and 
f retends to be smitten with refentance. He makes a sign be- 
Kind his back to the others: ^^Just watch this!*^] 

ALEXEI: Oh, holy Father, we have fallen so low that we don’t 
understand anything. It’s a shame, [He makes a quick 
signy and two other sailors join in the game.] 
voice: Yes, yes. ... We don’t understand. It’s a shame, a 
regular shame. We’re ignorant sinners. 
priest: I will do anything to help you, brave sailors. These 
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same lips that have spoken of awful death can pronounce 
other words too — ^words of simple human kindness. . . . 
Do you not remember them? [Acting for all he is worth, 
ALEXEI drop to his knees, and the priest strokes his head, 
soothing him,] Poor boys, you all know these words. They 
sound the same in all the languages of the earth. 

ALEXEI [sniffling] : The same, Father, the same! 

priest: Repeat them after me. . . . “Our Father, which art 
in heaven. . , 

ALEXEI [aside, nudging the nearest smlor] : Come on there, 
cough it up. . . . “Our Father which art in heaven. . . 

[The other sailors are acting sflendidly. The priest speeds 
out his hands in blessing, . . . Suddenly a terrific rumbling 
of guns in the distance. The kneeling sailors look uf, crane 
th^r necks hofefully, ,,, The guards fall into a fame 
and rush away felt-melL ALEXEI springs up from his knees 
and seizes the priest by the collar,] 

ALEXEI : That’s enough out of you, old sky-pilot! [He 
throws the priest aside and dashes forward, out of the 
place of confinement,] Come on, we’ve got to save the 
Commissar! 

[Guards come rushing in to restore order. The rush of sailors 
sends the first guard flying head over heels-, only his upturned 
legs are seen waving in the air. The satLors charge the 
guards, taking them by surprise, A jew scattered shots bring 
down one sailor, then another, alexei and several others 
break through, rush out, Off!^ -stage the din of battle rises in 
a crescendo, foghorn tries to escape in the confusion, but is 
sighted by one of the sailors, who shoots him down with a 
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rifle torn from a guard. Pa?iic in the night . . . fledng sol- 
diers. Then the measured tramf of the regiment. 

Seniors carry in the commissar. She is bleeding to death. 
Gently they lower her to the ground. Off-stage the roar of 
the two battalions fighting their way throughy louder y nearer y 
like an affroaching avalanche.^ 

AJLEXEi \ramng his hand] : Quiet! 

[Flushed and exdtedy the seniors of the two flanking battalions 
rush in. They are led by the commander and the old sea- 
man. At a sign from ALEXEI and the bo’sun, the shouting 
is quickly silenced. A small grouf stands over the com- 
missar, Gradually a hush descends.] 

ALEXEI; She kept still until the end. She didn^t say a word. 

commander: The assigned flanking operation has been exe- 
cuted. [Bending down.] Do you hear me? 

[Silence ^ 

bo’sun: , . . If only — ^you^d come — ^ten minutes sooner! 

commander: I did all that was required of me. . , . More 
than I could. 

ALEXEI [kneeling beside the commissar] : Comrade . . . 
darling . . . how — •? Ekh, brothers, can’t you see whom 
we’re losing? Do you hear me? [The commissar nods 
feebly.] We’ve knocked them to pieces, do you hear ? We’ve 
won. . . . Look — ^I’ve got back my accordion. . , . 

[The commissar makes a gesture that she wants to sfeak. It 
has grown unusually quiet.] 

commissar: Telegraph — ^to the Revolutionary War Council 
— that the First Naval Regiment — is formed — and has — 
routed the enemy. . . . 
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[She s'peaks with great effort. The men stand motionless, 
stricken dumb with grief,] 

COMMISSAR : But why is it so still ? [ T hrough the fog of death 
her gaze falls on the commander, the bo^sun, on the old 
SEAMAN — and on alexei, who stands with his battered ac- 
cordion dangling from one hand.] 

commissar: Alexei ... did you get back . . . your accor- 
dion. • . . 

ALEXEI: Sure I did. Commissar. . . . Look, dear — ^here 

it is. . . . 

[And ALEXEI, in an agony of grief mingled with deathless ex- 
altation, softly starts flaying an old tune on his accor- 
dion ... a tune that workers sang on the barricades in the 
1905 Revolution, The regiment stands groufed about the 
COMMISSAR. ALEXEI flays ... bit by hit his flaying grows 
softer and softer. As she sinks in death, the commissar scans 
the faces of her comrades for the last time.] 

COMMISSAR [with her last breath] : Hold high — ^the traditions 
— of the Red Fleet — 

[And as the men stand with hared, bowed heads, a mighty 
burst of music, sombre yet tnumfhant, fromises that this 
is not the end, . . .] 
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ACT ONE 


SCENE I 

The headquarters of the White Sea Pris- 
on Camf. A motley crowd of prisoners, 
complete strangers to one another^ ap- 
pear on the stage and Vine up. They have 
been sent here to work, 

guard: Step lively there! Step lively! 

ALYOSHA \appears with a burly Gipsyl : It’s just plain, ordin- 
ary, wet weather, I’m telling you. 

GiJ’sy : Man — look at that sky — ^and tell me if it isn’t made of 
stone! And the earth, wet and rusty — ^with warts all over it. 
What sort of a place is this they’ve driven you to, Gipsy! And 
what for? Look at the sky — is that an honest sky? That’s a 
low-down thief of a sky, that is! 

ALYOSHA: Just plain, ordinary, wet weather, I tell you. 

guard: Step lively there ! Step lively! 

BERET ^^entersl : I wonder what they’re selling in the Mos- 
cow shops today? This is Petrovka Street, isn’t it? — corner 
of Kuznetsky? Give us a green traffic light, will you please? 

I want to cross the avenue. [Sings a snatch of song and 
dances a few steps, 1 Exchange of purchase: woollen stock- 
ings, lump-sugar, grandmother’s blessing — ^hall-marked 
solid silver, peasants’ underdrawers, hand-made, practically 
unworn — splendid watch, with the name of a reputable firm 
engraved upon it. . . . 
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CARP \_suddenly from his place in the linel : What a place ! 
Why, it must be daylight long ago in the world outside but 
here it’s still night. [To sadovsky.] I say, your honour, 
what’s this province called? 

sadovsky: Karelia. 

carp: Never heard of it. 

deacon: a historic country, but judging by all accounts, a ter- 
rible place to live in. 

ALYOSHA: Just plain, ordinary, wet weather. There’s worse 
things. 

carp: Ten years — in these parts — ^whew! Might just as well 
have killed me outright. I suppose this is what’s called ‘^a lin- 
gering death.” 

BERET [to sadovsky] Wouldn’t you like to sell me your hat? 

sadovsky: No. 

beret: Honest to God — ^it doesn’t suit you a bit. [Picks sa- 
dovsky’s hat off and puts it over his own beret. 1 My type of 
face demands a good felt. 

sadovsky: Stop this nonsense! 

lemon: Give the poor fellow the hat! What’s it to you? 

BERET [flaunting the hat^ : Get an eyeful of me while you 
can. Under the grey curling brim of the hat, two eyes, soft 
as the first sweet dreams of night, shone starrily. To put the 
matter in a peanut-shell, this hat’s mine from now on. 

sadovsky: What the devil’s going on here? I protest! 

lemon: Ah, you protest? What are you going to protest 
about? About us? 

[The commandant enter s."] 

commandant; What’s the matter here ? Whose hat is this? 
i8o 
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1.EMON: Hey, Beret, give the guy back his hat— to keep his 
hair on. 

beret; Citizen Commandant, that person has a mouldy hVer- 
sausage where a warm heart should beat. 

commandant: Don’t make so much noise. 

LEMON ydeclamis'] : “And silence fell upon the trembling 
crew.” 

commandant: Yuri Nikolayevich Sadovsky, engineer — 

sadovsky: Yes, here I am. 

commandant; Come with me. The Chief wants to see you. 

sadovsky: Yes. Coming. [^Lights a cigarette y slips his cigar- 
ette-case back into the pocket of his overcoat, LEMON, who is 
hovering nearby y suddenly stumbles behind sadovsky. sa- 
dovsky follows the commandant outy disclosing lemon 
who stupids admiring the cigarette-case he has just picked 
from SADO VSKY^S pocket, A t once lemon is approached from 
behind by a pleasanty polite personagCy known as KOSTVA, 
the captain, who has been standing U7inoticed in the line- 
up until nowi\ 

the captain: Excuse me, but that's my cigarette-case, one of 
the old family heirlooms. \^Silence,'\ Perhaps you don’t rec- 
*ognize me? [lemon hands over the cigarette-casei\ Ah, 
so you do. How nice. [Ofers lemon a cigarette from the 
caseJ] I fancy we’ll be able to pass the time quite profitably 
here. [Then in a rough y familiar tone, ’I You stick by me, 
Lemon. 

FATHER BARTHOLOMEW [wotchmg the scene with horror'l ; 
By the Holy Trinity! Where am I? 

REGISTRATION clerk: All here? 
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SECOND GUARD 'Icoming m with the rest of the frisoners] : 
Yes, we’re all here. 

registration clerk: Now then, let’s start. ... [To the 
first in line.] Last name, first name, patronymic? . . . 

[The usual process of registration begin, the captain 
catches sight of a handsome young woman and stefs forward 
to bar her 'path.] 

THE captain: Sonya! Is it you or your double? How did you 
happen to pick this particular health resort? 

SONYA: Who can that be talking? Surely I know that voice! 
Kostya! Hell, I’m glad to see you 1 

THE CAPTAIN [to LEMON a?id the Others who are following 
him] : May I request you to retire for a moment? [They 
move off. THE captain embraces sonya tenderly y pressing 
her hand.] Well, Sonya, where did they get you? 

sonya: In the Crimea. And you, Kostya? 

THE captain: In Batum. ... I was intending to go to 
Turkey, but I seem -to have turned up on the borders of 
Finland instead, , . . It’s a stormy life: you never know 
where it’ll cast you ashore. 

sonya: It’s awful here, Kostya. Worse than awful. 

THE captain: What do you think of doing, Sonya? 

sonya: Running away. 

THE captain: It’s a terribly out-of-the-way place. . , . 
Forests aU around. It would be hard to get away from here. 

sonya: Don’t I know it? 

[They move off. The rest of the people care still in the line-up. 
LEMON, who has been hovering around the priesty moves 
away with downcast eyes and gives his sleeve a shake. An 
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old-fashioned furse drof^ into his hand. He ofens it and 
examines its contents \ little crucifixes y amulets y Uny images 
of saints. LEMON sighs heavily.^ 
lemon; The Old Testament, so to speak. {^Carries the of an 
furse back to the friest.'\ Don’t lose your merchandise, citi- 
zen. Is .this your stuflF ? 

FATHER BARTHOLOMEW: Oh — ^thank you ever so much! 
Would you like a cigarette? 

lemon: No, thanks, I don’t smoke. [Goes over to beret.] 
Slip us a fag, will you? 

beret: Sure! Here you are. [He holds out his cigarettes in his 
left handy sliffing his right into lemon’s focket. lemon 
takes a cigarette with his left handy diffing into BEREt’s 
focket with his right. They fart. "I 
lemon: You can always depend on me, pal. 
beret: I wouldn’t doubt it for a minute, buddy. 

[When they are some distance away from each other y they 
examine their stolen goods. Each has secured a watchS\ 
lemon [to himself\ : Gripes, a lobster-pot with cast-iron wheels! 
beret [to himself] : Well, I could hardly call this a 17-jewel 
Swiss movement. Looks more like a work of art from an 
Odessa brass foundry! 

[The line is breaking uf. carP, the priest^ the deacon^ and 
some men who look like feasants move off. Only Article 
Thirty-Fivers i.e.y criminals y remain.] 

[gromov and sadovsky come out of the office together.] 
GROMOV: The cart will be ’round in a minute. 
sadovsky [fumbling in his fockets] : My cigarette-case seems 
to have been stolen. 
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GROMOV: Has it? You’ll have to keep a sharp look-out here* 
This camp isn’t a nursery for little children. However, you’re 
to be given a separate room. By .the way, what are you here 
for? 

sadovsky: For nothing. I never had anything to do with it. 
My colleagues at the Institute \vere mixed up in something, 
that was all. They were caught, they confessed. And I was 
arrested along with them. 

GROMOV : Do you happen to know an engineer called 
Botkin? 

sadovsky: Yes, he’s an old friend of mine — ^and my colleague 
at the Institute, 

GROMOV : He’s here, too, I suppose you know what we’re build- 
ing? 

sadovsky: Yes, I heard something about it in the Butyrka 
jail, 

GROMOV; That’s a bad source of information. We’re going 
out on the canal now. 

sadovsky: Very well, 

GROMOV : Plenty of work here for a hydraulic engineer like 
yourself. We’re going to blast the rocks, turn whole rivers 
from their courses, raise the lakes, build locks, shut oflF the 
waterfalls. . . . You’re to take charge of construction on 
my section beginning today. 

sadovsky: How do you mean? 

GROMOV : You take charge of the job in the same way that en- 
gineers usually do,^ You’re a well-known hydraulic engi- 
neer, Sadovsky. Have a smoke, won’t you? Your cigarettes 
are gone. 
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sadovsky; But I can’t understand this at all. I was sent here 
for ten years. I’m a prisoner — a criminal ! 

GROMOV: Did you hear, by the way, that while you’re here 
with us your term of imprisonment might be considerably 
reduced? 

sadovsky: Yes, I heard this. 

GROMOV: Or that, on the other hand, you might get capital 
punishment? 
sadovsky: How’s that? 

GROMOV: That’s if you commit an additional — of course. . . . 

Shall we get down to business? 
sadovsky: Very well. I’m here to obey your orders. 

GROMOV : You’ll be giving orders yourself tomorrow. Now 
let’s go and see how the work is getting on. 
sadovsky: Very well. [They go off as sonya and the cap- 
tain affear,~\ 

THE CAPTAIN [tearing ofen his collar] : There’s one sort of 
people I can’t stand — these Chekists! *They make you work! 
sonya: Not everyone! 

THE captain: What is it they’re digging here? 
sonya: The White Sea Canal, it’s called. 

THE captain: What’s it for? 
sonya: I don’t know. 

THE captain [bursts out laughing] : I’d like to see myself 
working for them. Me — ^Kostya, The Captain — slaving- 
like a hod-carrier for the Soviet government. . . . Sonka, 
you haven’t signed a pledge to build Socialism, have you? 
sonya: What, me? Signed a pledge? . . . [She mhisferr 

* Chekist: One who worked for the Cheka, Extraordinary Commission.. 
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something into the captain'^s ear that sends him into 
fits of laughter.] 

‘THE captain: I always recognize a true aristocrat when I 
meet one. That’s the right line to take, Sonya. See that you 
keep the honour of the gang unspotted. Look here, Sonka, 
you stick by me, and we’ll hold out yet. Crooks should hang 
together. 

LEMON [coming uf] : Kostya, go and register yourself. 

SONYA: Remember, Kostya, we’re together in this. 

THE captain: Oh, absolutely. Anywhere you like, including 
a sleeper in the de luxe express to Manchuria and back again. 
[sonya goes of.] About this registration — diet’s see, what 
name was I tried under? Schmidt, Blum, Ovchinnikov? My 
biography seems to have got all muddled up. Funny question 
— ^to ask a fellow’s name. I’ll register myself under my 
father’s name — Kostya Dorokhov. ... Ten years hard 
labour, nine times married. [To the clerk.] I say, are you 
the Recording Angel in this Paradise? Tell me, is it free or 
do I have to pay a tax? [Then^ with sudden enthusiasm.] 
Laddie, laddie, surely I’ve had a drink or two with you 
somewhere ? Let’s see — ^you were managing the dining-car 
on the Leningrad-Tiflis express. So you’re here too? 

■REGISTRATION CLERK*. Yes. I got five years. 

THE captain: I feel for you. Life’s a funny business. Well, 
write down: thirty-seven years of age, given name — ^Kostya, 
patronymic — Constantinovich, family name — ^no kidding, 
Dorokhov. Profession — ^hard at work from morn till night 
’ — ^and vice-versa. . . . And in a pinch, a damned good 
•specialist on fire-proof safes! 
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[A young man comes in^ wearing an armband with a Red 
Cross on it.’] 

SANITARY orderly: Guests are invited to take their first bath. 
Citizens, follow me ! 


SCENE II 

The Men^s Barrack 

GIPSY [^ajtcr observing KOsrYA closely]’. Who is this guy? 
Behaves like the boss of the place. 

LEMON : That’s just one of his little ways. Always comes in like 
the boss whether it’s a prison or a bank. He goes by the name 
of “The Captain” — but keep mum about it, ’cause the big 
shots here don’t know who he is. 

THE CAPTAIN \wkh kind condescension] : How do you do, 
hoodlums! 

LITTLE MAN \jrom his flace] : Go to hell! 

THE CAPTAIN \_his face expressing faint astonishment] : Who 
said that? \_Politely.] Oh, it was you, was it? \_With a 
swift jiu-jiSsu movement^ he gives the little man’s neck 
a twist and sends him sprawling on the floor.] When you 
come ’round, you can apologize. . . . Again — How do 
you do, hoodlums! 

CHORUS OF voices: How do you do, boss! 

THE captain: I like the people around me to be well-bred, 
high-minded and honest. Isn’t that so. Lemon? 

lemon: We like the people around us to be well-bred, 
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high-minded and loyal to the last. Have a seat, Captain^ 

VOICES [to each oiher\ : Captain. . . r Is it Kostya, The 
Captain? The Captain! 

[beret af fears jrom somewhere. ^ 

beret: Some dirty, low-down skunk has robbed me. 

lemon: And some cracked idiot of a pimp with the heart 
of a mongrel dog and an eye like a cod-fish has robbed 
me. 

[They take uf fositions of posits (one another y put their hands 
in their pocketSy pull out their knives and jence for an open- 
mg.l 

beret: To put the matter in a peanut-shell, what’s your offer? 

lemon: The deal’s off. Take back your own watch and hand 
over mine. 

beret: I’ve always been a respectable citizen. [Gives back 
lemon’s watch and receives his own in exchange.] 

THE captain: Really, you’re worse than street boys. Stealing 
from each other right in front of me. xAnd such useless work! 
There’s going to be some needless blood-letting here in a 
minute. 

beret: I don’t understand. . . . Are we in the Academy of 
Sciences or something? Can’t a fellow even steal? 

LEMON ; Shut your trap and give those boots back to the guy 
you pinched them from. 

beret: Will the person I took these boots from please come 
and claim them ? 

Alyosha: Bastard. ... I only picked up your looking-glass 
— z good-for-nothing little looking-glass, mind you, for 
one minute — and you actually stole the boots off my feet! 
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beret: I can’t confess to any pangs of conscience \Rands 
over the boots,^ 

THE CAPTAIN \to no One in f articular^ : This is a hell of a 
dull spot. Got a deck of cards, anyone ? 

gipsy: What stakes? 

THE CAPTAIN \to gipsy] ; I’ll play for your boots. {The 
GIPSY grabs the legs of his high boots and hangs onto themJ\ 
Who wants to win these boots? 

lemon: Chuck it, Kostya. . . . He’s one of us — ^it’s not 

■ worth it. 

{Ender Margarita ivanovna.] 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA {to the ATTENDANT] : You’re asked 
to find out how much skilled labour you’ve got among the 
new arrivals. 

ATTENDANT: Skilled labour? Oh, yes, there’s quite a bit of 
that among the new people, I should think. What kind did 
you want particularly? 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: Well, for instance, carpenters, stone- 
masons, electricians and so on. 

Attendant {humorously'\ : Oh, well, we’U try and find 
some of ’em. 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: Yes, find out and let me know — at 
the office. 

ATTENDANT: I’ll do my best. {They go outJ\ 

THE captain: Who’s that young lady, I’d like to know? IVe 
taken quite a fancy to her. Who is she ? 

LITTLE man: That young lady is a derk in the camp of- 
fice. She’s called Margarita Ivanovna. Used to be a cashier in 
the Torgsin. 
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THE captain: What do you say to playing for this young lady, 
boys? Who wants to win a cashier from the Torgsin? 

LEMON l^sfreading his cards fanwise] : I’m out for Margarita 
Ivanovna, 

THE captain: What if you lose? 

LEMON : m pay up, I’ve got plenty, [ffe fulls out money and 
various other things jrom his focketsJ\ 

LITTLE man: Someone’s coming: [The cards disaffear as if 
by magic, ^ 

attendant: Come on now, hand over those cards. I’ve no 
time to waste. 

lemon: Where’ve you dropped from — ^heaven? 

attendant: Look here, boys, I’m a prisoner myself. Give me 
the cards, I tell you. 

lemon: Look for them, [Slifs the deck into the attendant’s 
focket,'\ 

attendant [searching^ : But I was told. . . . Have you 
swallowed them, or what? 

lemon: That silly girl! 

attendant; You won’t be able to fool me, boys. ... I 
know a thing or two myself. [Another search,"] Yes, you’re 
telling the truth, there don’t seem to be any. [As he turns 
to gOy LEMON ficks the cards jrom his focket,] 

THE CAPTAIN [to the ATTENDANT] .* Better apologize to us, 
hadn’t you? [Silence,] I’m simply suggesting it for your 
own peace of mind. . , . 

attendant: Excuse me, \^Goes off,] 

THE captain: First we’ll play for her cute little boots, then 
for her slippers, then her stockings, then for all her other 
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bits of lace — ^and then for her love. Whoever fails to win 
her love must deliver her alive to his winning partner. Is 
it a go? 

lemon: It’s a go. 

THE captain: Honest play? 
lemon: Absolutely. 

l^AU the others crowd ^round the flayers. Euen the hitherto 
indifferent and dull fris oners brighten up. Many climb on 
to the upper bunks to get a better view. T he game begins^ 
and grows more exciting every minute. The voices of 
lemon and the captain can be distinguished from those' 
of the crowd.'] 

Her coat! 

What else? 

Her sweater! 

IVe won. 

It’s yours! 

\_A hum of voices. Gasps. Silence.] 

Now her fur cap! 

Good! 

You’ve won! 

gipsy: The Captain’ll win . . . I’m backing The Captain.. 
BERET [wistfully ] : Can I put a side-bet on The Captain? 
Sh-^h! 

captain’s voice: Now for Margarita Ivanovna — ^herself. 
lemon’s voice: For — Margarita — ^Ivanovna. . . . 

[Silence. Someone whispers. Three . . . seven ... , 
ven?^ The crowd gives a sigh.] 
gipsy: The Captain! [The little man, sweating anfT 
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trembling with excitenienty springs out from the crowdS[ 
XITTLE MAN [exultinglyl : Gambling for a real live mamma! 
These are certainly swell guys! 


SCENE m 

GROMOVAS office. The electncAight 
burns unheeded in a shaft of fale monv- 
mg sunlight. 

GROMOV: Well, what have you to say, Citizen Commandant! 

commandant: The Chief has arrived on the morning train. 

GROMOV: Where is he now? 

commandant: Our railway clerk sent word from the station 
to say he’s on his way and we’re to meet him. 

GROMOV: Now, don’t get excited and run around in circles, 
understand? 

commandant: Yes. 

GROMOV: Is that all? 

commandant: Yes, nothing else has happened — except that 
our caretaker Chaikovsky broke into the women’s barrack 
at half-past one this morning while drunk and took two of 
the ladies out, no one knows where. 

GROMOV: Well, Commandant, you’ve worked in the 
O.G.P.U., haven’t you? Do you mean to say you don’t 
know what to do? Chaikovsky must be put under arrest, the 
matter will be brought up before the Board, the guilty 
man will get an additional sentence and you — a severe rep- 
rimand for your negligence. That’s all. You can go. \The 
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COMMANDANT gocs out,] Ah, Commandant, Comman- 
dant! — can’t liven the fellow up — but then he’s a prison- 
er, and afraid to exert his authority, [margarita Ivan- 
ovna rushes iw.] 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA*. They have been gambling for me at 
cards. 

GROMOV : Sit down. 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: I’m serious, it’s quite true. 

GROMOV : I’m not disputing it. 

[The CHIEF enters.^ 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: Perhaps you don’t believe me, 
though. Those awful bandits gambled for me at cards, and 
yesterday evening, outside the dub, some fellows caught 
hold of me and started to push me around the corner on to 
the muddy road. . , . Mind you, with all their might, and 
in dead silence ! One tried to put his hand over my mouth, 
but I managed to scream and they ran away without say- 
ing a word. 

chief: Hello, Comrade Gromov. Well, go on, don’t let me 
interrupt you. 

r^/LARGARTTA IVANOVNA: Even if I am a prisoner and all that, 

I don’t think I ought to be left absolutely unprotected like 
this at the mercy of. . . . 

GROMOV [calling out^\ Commandant, come here a minute! 
[To MARGARITA IVANOVNA.] My instructions to you are: 
go back to work at once, go to the dub and home evenings 
without any escort. You can go now — ^and there’s no need 
for you to cry. [The commandant enters. "I Fifteen days 
under arrest! 
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commandant: Who? 

GROMOV: You. 
commandant: Right away? 

GROMOV: As from tomorrow morning. 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA*. So your orders are for me to go 
about entirely alone? 

GROMOV: Those are my orders. 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: Much obliged. \^Goes out in a 

GROMOV \to the commandant] : Deliver this note, please. 
Nothing else has happened, has it? What sort of a Chekist 
were you, I wonder? Managing a cabbage-patch some- 
where, maybe? Fifteen days you get. You can go now. 
chief: What’s all this, Gromov? It seems there’s a regular 
Monte Carlo here with gambling for high stakes. 

GROMOV: It’s a choice selection you sent me, I must say. The 
cream of society. The flower of youth. 
chief: We send you the material you deserve. You ought to 
appreciate that, at least. 
gromow: Yes, I do. 

chief: It’s just as well. It’ll be interesting to watch how you’ll 
remake specimens like these. 

GROMOV: It’s got to be done. 
chief: The canal’s got to be built, too, 

GROMOV : And the canal’s got to be built, too. 
chief: We must always bear in mind why we’ve been sent 
here. 

GROMOV: I’ve picked out some chaps I think can be depended 
upon. 
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chief; a good many? 

GROMOV : Not so many — ^yet. But there’ll be more by-and- 
by. I’m rather short of ordinaiy* casual offenders. You 
might send me a sprinkling if you can. 
chief: Very well, we’ll do that. There are some really tal- 
ented folks among them. Now show us your engineers. I’ve 
no idea what they’re like; I haven’t seen them yet. 
GROMOV: The engineers? . . . Oh, if you’d only show some 
sympathy for me about these engineers! What people you 
send me! I’d sooner make a thousand bandits into black- 
smiths for you, than one of these. . . . [The comman- 
dant enters.'\ Send the engineers here, [commandant 
goes out,"] 

chief: You seem to be whining about everything, Gromov. 

Are you complaining, or what? 

GROMOV : Well, you know how it is — I’m the only one in 
charge on the section. Sometimes my head’s ready to burst 
with questions. 

chief: Whenever your head’s ready to burst with questions, 
ride over to see me. Gromov, this is no way to talk. I don’t 
care for this sort of talk. Comrade Gromov! 

GROMOV : I was talking as one comrade to another. 
chief: I don’t care for this sort of comradely talk at all. If 
Comrade Gromov had been fit for nothing else but to man- 
age a children’s home we wouldn’t have sent him out here. 
I suggest that you show up at the Head Office in a few 
days. Call round at my place first thing in the morning, 
though, for a cup of tea, 

GROMOV : Right. 



Jet ly Scene III 


ARISTOCRATS 


l^Enter a church architect of a distinctly 'pre-war type. He goes 
over to the comer and sits down with his hands folded over 
his sto'mach,^ 

GROMOV [to the CHIEF in an undertone ^ : This is a construc- 
tion engineer — z. specialist in building churches. Up for 
fraud and embezdement. [The chief stares hard at the 
church-builder y who is. not in the least embarrassed. Two 
rather unobtrusive persons enter nexty boWy and sit down 
alongside him. Then botkin enters. His appearance is 
smarty his bearing urbane. 

BOTKIN [doling his hat] : Good morning. downy places 
his hat beside him on a choir and rests his hands on a severely 
plain foreign walking-stick.] 

^ GROMOV [to the chief]: This is Botkin — 2. prominent en- 
gineer. Comes from the aristocracy, is an inventor, a rank 
counter-revolutionary and a traitor. 

CHIEF [to botkin] : Your clothes are not entirely suitable 
to the season. 

BOTKIN [politely]: Fm accustomed to working in my oJffice. 

[sADOVSKY entersy carrying a largey bul^ng briefcase. He has 
a breezy, democraAc manner. Dwests himself noisily of his 
coat^ and fimgs it over a chair. Then sits downy puffing md 
blowing.] 

GROMOV [to the chief] : Thfe is Sadovsky — 2. prominent 
expert — ^and a prominent traitor. He began to sabotage 
openly. 

CHEEF [rising ] : Well, are all the engineers here now? 

sadovsky: Yes. 

chief: Have you noticed that work on your section is very 
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much behind schedule? You can’t see it? Have you made 
no attempt to account for this disgraceful state of things? 
Here we have a number of prominent engineers. Why is 
it, then, that things are so bad? I may tell you frankly that 
in my opinion this simply amounts to a flat refusal to work. 
[He glances at BOTKIN^ who gives a jainty elusive smile J\ 
And, if you like, to downright sabotage. [Siletue. They 
sit Uke dignified members of a corporation — stiff and cor- 
rect J\ I demand businesslike answers to my questions; when 
are you going to build the dykes, when are you going to 
erect the dam, when are you going to get the sluices made? 
[Silence, BOTKIN drops his pencil on the floor. As he stoops 
to pick it upy he glances around at the engineers and then 
stands ttp,’\ 

BOTKIN: I haven’t got my figures with me, unfortunately. 
[Smiles, '\ Will you permit me to go and get them? 

GROMOV : Do, please. 

[ BOTKIN picks up his hat and stick and walks leisurely out of 
the room,~\ 

CHURCH architect: 1 should like to go out for a moment, 
if I may? 

GROMOV: Yes, do. 

[The two of them go out,^ 

CHIEF [ironically "\ : Perhaps you’d all better go for your fig- 
ures and come back as quickly as you can. [All the engi- 
neers go ouUl 

GROMOV : Quite open about things, aren’t they? 

CHIEF : They’ve gone to talk things over and to come to an 
understanding. 
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GROMOV: Such insolence. . . . 
chief: Don't be angry, my lad. After all, ^ve caught them — 
you and I — ^arrested them, and sent each of them up for 
ten years. What do you expect of them? I must say they 
rather took my fancy. They hold their tongues — ^boldly, 
and work boldly. If — ^with fellows like these at your dispo- 
sal — yoM don't get your construction work completed in 
time, I'll wring your neck. 

SCENE IV 

The women^s barrack. In the fore- 
ground SONYA, “lady" NIURKA, a TA- 
TOOED GIRL, NINKA and TAMARA. LADY 
NIURKA is sitting darning stockings. The 
TATTOOED GIRL ts teaching NINKA how 
to strike a person in the temfle with the 
maximum effectiveness, sonya and tam- 
ARA are lying on their cots. In the corner 
is THEOPHILA. 

[Enter a feasant woman ^ a former kulak’s wife. She sings 
mournfully. 1 

NINKA*. Singing away like a bird, auntie? 
kulak's wife: Singing like a bird, I am. 

NINKA: Well, sing away. [She begins to sing to her self. 1 
It's all very well for the bird to sing, they say, but where will 
she perch? Where'U you perch, auntie? 
kulak's wife: I've found my perch, all right, 

NINKA: Oh, you have? Well, sit on it. [The kulak's 
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WIFE goes on singing.] Tell me, auntie, why did you set 
fire to the collective farm, eh? 

eculak’s wife: Think I’m going to answer your silly ques- 
tions? Well, I’m not. 

NINKA : Are you sorry you set fire to the collective farm? 

iculak’s wife: I’m sorry I didn’t burn it to the ground, that’s 
what I am. 

NINKA: It wasn’t burned to the ground, then? 

kulak’s wife: It was not. 

NINKA: But you were? 

kulak’s wife: Yes, I was. 

NINKA : So you’re out against the Soviet government? 

k.ulak’s wife : I’m not going to answer your silly questions, 
I tell you. 

LADY niurka: Aye, when I think of it! These stockings 
were the best silk once upon a time. Half-a-dozen pairs I 
got oflF an Italian boat — ’way back home in Odessa. Dear 
old Odessa. Give us a song, girls. Something with a bit of 
sentiment in it. 

theophila: Holy Father in Heaven, have mercy on us! 

TATTOOED GIRL.' As for you Ninka, you’re only a chicken at 
this trade. Why, you can’t hardly spit straight yet. I don’t 
suppose you could even cut a fellow up with a butcher-knife 
without making a mess of it. 

NINKA: Don’t worry, my dear, I’ve been brought to court 
twice already — and the last time, in Tashkent, I got five 
years! 

TATTOOED GIRL : Whew ! Hot stuff, aren’t you — Mary Mag- 
dalene — I don’t think! Up twice already! Twice! Five 
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whole years she got, indeed. . . . Sonya, Fm getting goose- 
flesh all up my sides just thinking of it! 

NINKA: I could kill anybody if I felt like it. 

TATTOOED GIRL: I love to hear the young and innocent talk- 
ing. Now, how would you start to bump somebody off, sup- 
posing you had the chance, say? 

NINKA: Oh, just the usual way — get mad and stick him 
wherever I could. 

TATTOOED GIRL; Well, and you’d be a fool! 

NINKA: Same to you! 

TATTOOED GIRL {threateningly'\ \ Say that again! 

NINKA [shnnkinglyl : I say I know I’m a fool. 

TATTOOED GIRL: You look out, or I’ll tickle you till you wet 
the bed! 

NINKA; Sonya, why doesn’t she ever leave me alone — ^tor- 
menting me all the time. . . . 

TATTOOED girl: I’m trying to make a real woman out of 
you, silly. You’ve all your life ahead of you. Listen to 
me and remember what I say. There’s no need to get mad 
if you want to bump somebody off — see w’hat I mean? 
There’s a dumbbell for you! Why are you blinking like a 
ventilator? Supposing now, for instance, I was going to 
strangle you — well, Fd do it without letting myself get 
mad. Quite the contrary, my dear, I’d give a quiet, demure 
little smile and finish the job off as calm as if I was crack- 
ing an egg. Now, then, smile ! 

NINKA: Y-yes. I — ^I’m smiling. 

SONYA [casudLyl: Show her how to paste somebody prop- 
erly imder the heart. 
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‘ATTOOED girl: We^ll show her. [To ninka.] Ah you’re 
only a chicken yet. 

"HEOPHILA [chanting in the comer] : O God Almighty, Our 
Eternal Father, have mercy on us! ... 

ONYA [dreamily]: In Moscow I used to wear a real seal- 
skin coat. . . . Niurka, sew a few buttons on this blouse 
for me, will you? Well, and then I traded my sealskin coat 
for cocaine. . . . Niurka, for God’s sake, sew a button 
on my blouse. I’ve only a couple more years left to live, 
anyway. Then one day I’ll take a whacking big dose of co- 
caine and finish myself oflF. 

“Found on the boulevard, a shapely wench 
(So the morning papers said), 

At five a.m. on a frosty bench, 

And the ambulance took her for dead.” 
[theophila is m the corner chanting frayers in the Slavonic 
church langauge, sonya ficks uf a stick of fire-vuood and 
jlings it at her. The chanting ceases instantly^ 

?onya: God, what a place! Not even a bed-bug to brighten 
it up. . . . Everything so damn spick-and-span, ffey, tell 
us, Lady Niurka, why do they keep this place so dean? 
LADY niurka: What a question! Hygiene, of course. 

50NYA [screams] : But what the hell for? What do I want 
with hygiene? What does a corpse want with music? It’s 
all lies, lies! I know all about it — ^I’ve known it since I was 
a b'd. I was brought up in an orphanage — slept under sky- 
blue blankets in a snow-white cot every night — so I did. 
And I was taught to kiss icons and lick little Jesus Christ’s 
navel and the rest of it, and kneel down with dried peas 
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under my poor little bare knees for a penance. And then, 
when I was fourteen, Madame Aglaya, the Mother Su- 
perior, taught me Lesbian love! Lesbian love! That’s why 
I loathe all these clean pillows and things — abated them ever 
since I was a kid. It’s all claptrap, lies — every bit of it — 
to hell with all this talk about moulding people’s charac- 
ters over again, making new people out of ’em, training ’em 
— its newspaper bunk — ^^these are just the new Soviet icons, 
that’s all. Who do they think they’ll fool? A prison’s a prison 
— and that’s aU there is .to it! 

TAMARA: Sonya, you may not believe me, hut I was a film 
actress once. 

LADY niurka: Tamara, dearie, I believe you. With those 
brown eyes of yours. . . . You’re a comfort to me. 

tattooed girl: Sonya, go to hell! 

NINKA : The bosses are coming! 

[The TATTOOED GIRL OTid NINKA Sit down together and ‘pre- 
tend to read the newspaper, sonya sprawls on the bunk. The 
CHIEF, GROMOV, the DOCTOR, SADOVSKY and the EDUCA- 
TIONAL DIRECTOR pass through the roomJ\ 

chief: Well, does anyone have anything to complain about? 

NINKA: Yes. We all want to complain about everything! 

chief: Ah. . . . That’s rather a large order. It must be a 
hard life for you. But has anyone reason to complain about 
you? 

NINKA: No. We’ve never given anyone any reason to com- 
plain about us. 

LADY niurka: Light dinners they give here. Light as air, 
you might say. 
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kulak’s wife : And the shoes they give us are full of holes. 
chief: What’s this, Comrade Gromov? You’re giving them 
scanty dinners and worn-out shoes? You’ll offend the 
ladies. 

GROMOV: They refuse to work. 

TATTOOED GIRL: Even horses die of overwork. 
chief: You’ve no respect for yourself, my girl. 

TATTOOED GIRL: Oh, haven’t I? That’s just what I have got, 
see? 

chief: And still you compare yourself to a horse? Think of 
something a bit more clever next time. There are better 
dinners and shoes to be had here than you’re getting. You’re 
not children ; you know who get good shoes and meat din- 
ners here — ^the ones who work! Those are the rules, so it’s 
no use grumbling. [They go out,'] 

SONYA : Ugh, I thought they’d come to give us another 
pep-talk. They don’t understand that you can’t patch up 
a convict’s soul with sticking-plaster. Bah! They’re 
just kids! 

[The CHIEF suddenly fears,] 
chief: I’ve heard about you. So you’re still quite young? 
sonya: Depends what for. 
chief: Why, for living, 
sonya: Who with? 
chief: Pretty brazen, aren’t you? 
sonya: I don’t hide it. 

chief: For two months now you’ve been refusing to work. 
sonya: You’re wrong. For fifteen years I’ve been refusing to 
work. 
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chief: You smoke, of course? 

SONYA: Now, now, keep off, don^t try your subtle approach 
on me. I’m a thief, I’m a bandit, see? Soviet generals don’t 
smoke and hobnob with the likes of us. 
chief; It’s true you’re a thief — ^we know that. How many 
years did you get? 

SONYA; Here till the bell rings, I am. 
chief: Thinking of running away, I suppose? 

SONYA; Well, now, what would you advise me to do? 
chief: Hardly worth while, I should think. We’re sure to 
catch you, anyhow. 

sonya: You’ve got it all nicely fixed, haven’t you? 
chief: Well, we aren’t fed for nothing. 
sonya: Easy to see that by your looks. 
chief: We’re not ashamed of them. Have a smoke, I know 
you haven’t anything to smoke. 

SONYA [takes a clgareUe] : Thanks. 
chief: Was your father a peasant or a worker? 
sonya: a worker. 
chief: a metal worker? 

sonya: No, a railwayman. Killed in a big wreck. 
chief: Ah, I see. . , . My father was a worker too. Died 
of consumption. , . . It’s all easy enough to understand 
now. Well, so long. [Goes ouU Silence, Then theophila 
begins to fray — ^^Our Father^ which art in heaven ^^ — 
But sonya cannot find a missile near within reach,~\ 
sonya: Shut up or I’ll choke you! What is it he finds so easy 
to understand, I wonder? What does he mean by say- 
ing father was a worker, too?” Niurka — teU me 
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what he means, for Christ's sake. Niurka, you know every- 
thing — ^you’re a regular newspaper. 

TAMARA: My father was . . ^ [crying'] was the spitting image 
of that fello-w. I was his only chid. I didn't have any 
mother . . . I remember him taking me by the hand down 
to the river — ^the Dnieper — ^to look at the rapids. ... He 
might have been the double of that military fellow. . . . 
Do you understand what I'm sa3dng, you people, just the 
very image of him ? In the anny he was, too. 

TATTOOED GIRL [to ninka] : Aw, these folks are all cracked. 

Don't take any notice of them. Come on out with me. 
SONYA [to ninka] : Ninka, stay here. 

TATTOOED GIRL’. You're sick, Sonya, you’re not normal. 
You're worse than that holy bitch over there. [Pointing to 
THEOPHILA. Goes OUt,] 

LADY NIURKA [to sonya] : Want me to tell you your for- 
tune? Look, here's a grand king of spades for you! 
sonya: Go ahead. 

lady niurka [handing her a card] : This card is the mili- 
tary gent. Take it and wish. 'I'here's a surprise coming to 
you or else it’s your wishes coming true. Now, have you 
thought of something? 

SONYA [ficks uf the card and fonders for a moment ] : Yes, 
I've thought of something. 
niurka: What is it, Sonya? 

sonya: That you're dumb as hell, that's all. Leave me alone. 

Go to the devil. I don't know what's come over me. 
niurka; Sonya, my girl, you'll end up by poisonmg yourself, 
I swear to God you will. [Moves awayJ] 


205 



ARISTOCRATS 


Act ly Scene IV 

SONYA; Ninka, come here. Run to Kostya, The Captain, and 
tell him Sonya wants some vodka so bad that if she doesn’t 
get it she’ll go and lie down under a train this very day. 
Tell him just exactly what I’m telling you — and without 
cracking a smile, or I’ll wring the soul out of you. 

[The other women who live in the barrack enter ^ wearing 
work clothes. They are weary and silentl\ 

SONYA : Oh, here you are, are you? The heroines of the Far 
North! They’re training the sea to flow another way. Where 
are you training it to go, tell me? [The women fass her 
by in silence,'] Hey, Saint Theophila, sing ’em a nice little 
march. 

theophila: O God Almighty, Eternal Father, have mercy 
upon us, we beseech thee ! 


SCENE V 

A remote corner of the camf. Even- 
ing, THE CAPTAIN is in earnest conversa- 
tion with a woman who sells illicit 
liquor, 

THE captain; Yes, yes, I know you’re a poor defenceless 
widow, but tell me, why must you rob honest folk of their 
last kopek? Fancy! Seven rubles a botde! . . . Do you 
believe in God, woman? 

woman: Buy it, fetch k, hide it — ^you think it’s a joke, do 
you? What do you think I’m running, a co-operative store? 

THE captain: I’m ruining myself with alcohol before my 
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very eyes. Good heavens, this is the last ten rubles my poor 
wife wrung out of her very soul. In profile she looks a bit 
like you — that stately type, you know. Hand over the stuff 
then — ^and my change. What’s that? For God’s sake — a 
patrol ! 

voman: Slip your right hand under my apron and take the 
bottle. Here’s your change. I take things in exchange as 
well — ^I live over yonder behind the station. A black cross 
on the gate, don’t forget — ^that’s how you’ll know my house. 
THE captain: We’ll get to know each other better, I am 
sure, my dear, but if your vodka is phoney stuff you’ll find 
me a pretty tough customer. Well, shake! [Goes of,] 
voman: That’s a clever feUow. A student, eh? [Takes out 
the money he has given her and looks at it,] Oil I was dead 
certain it was a ten-ruble note by the feel of it — ^it actually 
crackled. And I saw it, too, and now it’s gone and turned 
into a bit of wallpaper on me. On me ! That’s a crook for 
you! That’s a smart one! A regular bandit! Fancy, doing 
me! Me! [Goes off, thoroughly ufset. Enter the cap- 
tain and SADOVSKY. The latter has a far cel under his arm.] - 
THE captain: Funny you’ve never heard of me. I’m a geol- 
ogist. Got sent out here all because of my friends. You don’t 
happen to have a cigarette about you, do you? 
adovsky: Yes, certainly. Excuse my asking you — ^your 
name? 

THE captain: Valentine Ivanovich Berg. 
adovsky: Mine’s Sadovsky. 

THE captain: Don’t seem to have heard it. Let me carry 
that box for you. Nice to get parcels by mail. Books, I sup- 
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poser [SADOVSKY gives him the box to hold while he get 
out his Cigarettes.] Yes, very nice to get parcels. 

SADOVSKY; Well, colleague, what are you doing up here? 

THE captain: Oh, studying minerals. Prospecting for ores 
{Takes a cigareUe.] Thanks. Do you mind if I go a bit oj 
the way with you? — one gets terribly lonely here, yoi 
know. 

SADOVSKY: Are you a prisoner, too? 

THE captain: Yes, I am. . . . Better keep to the right here, 
walk ahead of me. Look out, there’s a mud-hole in the 
road there. . . . 

SADOVSKY: Where? No — the hole’s further to the right, ] 
say, have you had to work with these crooks yet? But 
what am I doing, letting you carry that parcel all the time. 
Let me carry it myself {turns] — er — say! Where are 
you? Citizen Berg — Gone! And taken my mother’s parcel 
with him. Stop! Stop, you scoundrel! You ought to be put 
in chains, people like you! You ought to be given penal ser- 
vitude for life and beaten with knouts every day! {Goes of. 
SONYA enters.] 

sonya: Told me to meet him, and hasn’t turned up yet. But 
The Captain’ll come through. down on a log.] At the 
end of your tether, Sonya? Yes. And not a whi£F of cocaine 
within a thousand miles. . . . What’s vodka to me, any- 
way? As bad as taking a physic, [the captain affearsy 
extends the 'Parcel.] 

THE CAPTAIN: For a dear friend — complete with home-made 
dainties! 

sonya: YouVe taking a risk — be careful, Kositya. 
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THE captain: Nonsense. [Ofens the far cel swiftly with a 
knife J\ Smoked sausage. Not bad. We’U accept it. What’s 
this? A photo of his beloved wife? I hate to meddle in peo- 
ple’s private affairs, but why, oh why, is she such a dear, 
gentle-faced old lady? \Exarnines the fhotografh and 
reads the inscriftion: my dear Yuri from Mother, 

So it’s his mother? \lmfulswely the captain ref laces 
the things and fastens uf the farceL] 

SONYA: What’s got into you, Kostya? Are you ill or some- 
thing? 

THE captain: Sonya . . . [face twitches nervously'] if my 
mother was to send me the few morsels she could spare 
and some skunk went and mauled my mother’s present 
about, I’d . . . I’m an honest thief, after all. Sonya, you un- 
derstand me, don’t you? 

SONYA : Yes, Kostya, I understand you all right, but I see 
some cigarettes there. 

THE captain: You don’t say so? Some fellow called Yuri 
smokes perfectly good cigarettes, while we can’t even lay 
our hands on a bit of shag. It’s not right. Take the cigarettes 
out. 

SONYA : Listen, Kostya, I haven’t got a mother — ^I’m an or- 
phan — so couldn’t I take the sausage too? 

THE captain: Why, of course, just imagine a sabotaging en- 
gineer eating sausage. Let’s divide it equally : we get the food, 
he gets the letters. What’s this? Ah, winter underwear. A 
mother’s hand packed these. Sonya, I’ll take him the old 
woman’s picture and this warm lingerie. Sonya, grab the 
eats, will you? Someone’s coming. I’ll be with you in a mo- 
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ment. [sonya snatches up the joody disappears. Enter a 
man •wearing spectacles, \ 

THE CAPTAIN: I say, would you mind telling me where En- 
gineer Sadovsky lives? 

MAN IN SPECTACLES [vaguely gesturing'l : Over there. . . . 
[Goes off,} 

THE captain: Over there? — ^Why, that^s Finland over there. 
You must be mentally defective, my dear man. [the cap- 
tain goes off. The COMMANDANT and sonya come on,} 
commandant: You’re supposed to be confined to barracks 
and not out picknicking in the woods. 
sonya: I need lots of fresh air — ^I’ve got weak lungs. 
COMMANDANT: YouVe got to go and see the Chief now. 
sonya: Which one? 

COMMANDANT: You’ll see when you get there. 
sonya: Do I have to go right now? 

COMMANDANT; Yes, you’re coming along with me, 
sonya: I want to powder my nose first, 
commandant: It’s not necessary. 

sonya: The Chief must be getting hot about me — hot at 
which end, I wonder? 

commandant; Citizen, please do not be vulgar. 
sonya: Don’t shout. I’m a stickler for politeness. 

[the captain appearsy coming toward them,} 
the captain; I say, where does this Sadovsky chap live? 
commandant: What do you want with him? 

THE captain: He’s my cousin. 

commandant: And what’s that you’ve got under your arm ? 
THE captain; It’s a parcel from his mother — she’s my aunt 
210 



ARISTOCRATS Act I, Scene F. 

— it was sent to me by mistake. Must have got our namei 
mixed up — ^they’re so much alike. 

commandant: Are you from the technical oiEce? Are yot 
one of the engineers? 

THE captain: No, I’m an aviator. One of the conquerors oi 
the Arctic. A former friend of the great airman, Chukhnov- 
sky. You’ve heard of me, probably.^ 

commandant: You’ll find Sadovsky in the first building on 
the right. 

THE captain \_saluting smartly] : Much obliged. 

SCENE VI 

Gromov’s office. The chief and 

SONYA. 

chief: Sonya, let’s have a frank talk, as one human being to 
another. 

SONYA: A talk about what? 

chief: You called me a Soviet general a while ago. Well, ac- 
cording to the old way of counting ranks, I suppose I’m a 
full general. But in point of social origin you and I are the 
same flesh and blood. Now, whose fault is it that you be- 
came a. . . . 

sonya: Yes, I’m a thief, a lump of carrion. . - . 

chief: Keep calm. I know you’re a thief. 

sonya: We hate you! We’re wolves! [Rage^ tears y utter 
helflessness,] And there’s no need for you to “understand” 
us. We’re done for and we know it and we are not asking 
yon for anything. We hate you, I tell you, so don’t you 


14* 


2II 



ARISTOCRATS 


ly Scene VI 

dare to come and stroke us and pat us on the head, . . . 
You’re just making fun of me, [She accidentally sweefs a 
glass of water off the table and becomes hysteAcalJ] Poison! 
Give us all poison! Kill us — ^instead of tormenting us! 
‘HLEF: Don’t be foolish. You’re a grown-up woman — ^but 
you don’t act it. Whom do you think you’ll scare with your 
screams? Hush! You’re only a silly girl, a little thief. You 
were in your cradle when I was sentenced to penal servi- 
tude for life. I had to sleep with my chains on, and once 
the jaders tried to smother me with sacks in a dark cell. And 
why — for whose sake, do you think? Stop your noise. Wipe 
your eyes. Don’t have your hysterics here. I know it’s not 
your fault. . . • But remember, you’re talking to a man, 
not to alitde boy. [Calls through the doorj] Commandant! 

[T he cou MANDANT affears , ] 

"Ommandant: What are your orders? 
chief: Send someone in to clear up this mess and bring some 
tea. 

commandant: For two? 
chief: Yes, for two. 
commandant: Right. 

50 NYA: Could I have mine strong, fdease? 
commandant; Strong. Right. [Goes off."] 
chief: Now, calm down. Sit over there. . . . Your name’ 
Sonya? 

sonya: Yes, Sonya. 

chief: Pull yourself together and teU me your life story. 
sonta: What can I tell you? If anyone even dreamt of m’ 
life, he’d wake up in a cold sweat. 


212 



ARISTOCRATS 


Act Scene VI 

chief: This isn’t an official examination, you know. 

SONYA : I understand that. 

chief: Did you ever take part in raids? 

SONYA: Armed robberies. 
chief: Ever kill anyone yourself? 

SONYA [qiAte jrcmkly and clearly ^ : Oh yes, of course. 

[commandant apfsars.] 
commandant: Here’s some strong tea. 

Lights dim and then come on in SA- 
dovsky’s room, sadovsky and the 
CAPTAIN. A 'parcel lies open on the 
floor. 

THE captain: You understand me, I hope? I’m a bandit. 
sadovsky: How do you mean? 

THE captain: Well, you’ve seen how already, haven’t you? 
I dislike unnecessary talk. Here’s the letter, here’s the photo- 
graph. I don’t want to interfere with your private aflFairs. 
sadovsky: Thank you very much. 

THE captain: Here you are, warm underwear, razor-blades 
— ^the rest we can’t account for. You know what curious 
things happen in these quaint, out-of-^the-way resorts. 
sadovsky: Yes, yes, of course. 

THE captain: And it’s a long way to the grocery stores, 
sadovsky: You robbed me, and now, as if that wasn’t enough, 
you’re making fun of me. 

THE captain: What, you’re offended? Then I robbed you 
dishonestly, did I? Well, I can do it honestly, if you like. 
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sadovsky; Get out or I’ll call for help. 

THE CAPTAIN I I don’t advise you -to, else the red juice will 
begin to ooze out of you. Goodnight. ... I repeat, good- 
night. 

sadovsky: The same to you. 

THE captain; That’s the proper tone of voice. [Goes of.] 

sadovsky: Good God, what a world! What people to live 
among! [TaJkes the things out of the farcel^ comes U'pon 
the pcture of his mother^ reads the inscription and then 
hisses rf-] Shall I ever see you again, my poor mother? 
Everything gone, life smashed up, mutilated. \Bursts into 
tears. Suddenly BOTKIN appears on the threshold. He is 
wearing a stylish overcoat and jaunty hat and carries his 
walhng’-stick as usual.] 

BOTKIN: I’ve come to ask you whether Yuri Sadovsky, the 
friend of my boyhood, is a scoundrel or not? [SUence.] 
How much did they buy you for, Sadovsky? [Silence.] 
Stop pretending. You were appointed chief engineer as 
soon as you got off the train. You make yourself important 
at conferences, you’re a builder of Socialism, an enthusiast, 
a toady. . , . 

SADOVSKY [upon whose face melancholy^ alarm^ and hew'dder-^ 
?nent give way to amusement — hursts into unrestrained 
laughter]: What, I a builder of Socialism? I — ^an enthu- 
siast! Vitya, it’s all bunkum, it’s all a sham, a double game, 
my friend! 

BOTKIN: I came here to slap your face. 

sadovsky: I swear in the name of my mother that what I say 
is true. Botkin, surely you can’t have forgotten me? Pull 
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yourself together. YouVe not forgotten everything? 
jbotkin: I don’t know . . . it’s so painful to think of. I knew 
you so well, and know you now. No, no, it is you, it’s the old 
Yurka still. Dear old Yurka. . . . I’ve 'been living for a 
whole year in a vacuum. I see nothing before me, I see no 
space or horizon, I’ve lost the sense of time. It’s frightful 
to live like this, [sadovsky embraces BOTKIN and they kiss 
three times. ^ 

sadovsky: Look I’ve just got a parcel from my mother. 
BOTKIN: Ah, I’ve no one at all. There was a girl once . . . 

but that’s all gone, like smoke. I’m completely alone. 
sadovsky: Let’s have supper together. There’s so much to 
talk about. 

BOTKIN [taking off his coat \ : I’ve been silent for so long. 
What newspapers are these? Ah! '^Re-forging 1” [Reads 
"Engineer Botkin has been made responsible for the design 
for the wooden locks.” Yes, so he has. 
sadovsky: Are you designing them? 

BOTKIN: Designing, and designing. . . . 
sadovsky: It’s just an expensive toy. A whim of the new ty- 
rants. A senseless gesture — ^and thousands of human lives 
ground to ashes. 

BOTKIN [ironically^ : No, my boy. You’re mistaken, they’re 
simply obsessed with glorious ideas, ideas as beautiful as the 
sun, with the purging and cleansing of people from capital- 
istic filth. Take this "re-forging,” it’s the very essence of 
their ideas. Just imagine how they’ll re-forge you and me, 
Sadovsky. Oh, how stupid and tedious! 
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In GROMOVAS office again. The chief 
and SONYA are still tailing. The com- 
mandant is just carrying out the 
empty tea-glasses, 

CHIEF : No, you give me your word of honour, honest and truly* 

SONYA; I can’t give you my word. . . . Anyway, I’m not 
going to gallop about with a wheelbarrow. I just couldn’t 
do it. 

chief: Wait a minute. Sit down again. Listen. 

SONYA : It’d be all the same if you were to .talk at me for a 
whole year. . . . You’re like a gramophone, by God, you 
are. I’ve never worked in my life, and I don’t ever want to. 

chief: Now you listen to what your elders tell you. I know 
more about life than you do. 

SONYA : Hardly. Well, go on. 

chief: Just tell me, whom are you going to rob here? Have 
you thought of anyone you could steal from? 

sonya: The usual respectable citizens. 

chief: But who are they? Answer me. 

sonya; That’s no concern of mine. 

[The COMMANDANT, who has been observing the scene from a 
distancCy now gives the audience the benefit of his conclu- 
sions, '\ 

commandant: Pooh! . , . Chief of the camp and he’s 
wasted four hours talking to a low-down little snake like 
her. . . . Why, the tea and biscuits she’s swallowed are 
worth more to the State than she is. What the hell sort of 
politics are these, anyhow? It beats me! [Spits viciously and 
do%es offiJ\ 
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SONYA [to the chief] : I don’t want to hear any more talk 
about our life. It gives me the pip. 

chief: And what about your promise? 

SONYA : I’ll promise you faithfully I won’t drink any more 
vodka. 

chief: And that's all? 

SONYA: That’s all. [Goes ouUl 

chief: Well, we haven’t done much this evening, comrade, 
but still, it seems as if we’ve broken the ice. 

SCENE vn 

The women^s barrack. Night, klostya, 
THE CAPTAIN, comes in, 

WOMAN ON duty: Halt! Stand back! Who are you? 

THE captain: Who are you talking to? Me? Why, I’m the 
electrician, if you want to know. Here are my tools, see? I 
was told your light’s out of order. Show me where the fuse 
box is. 

WOMAN on duty: Yes, the light’s pretty bad, that’s true. 

THE captain : Ah, you see, and there you go bawling at me 
and ruining your youthful good looks. Show me where the 
fuses are, I say. 

WOMAN ON duty: Over there in that corner. 

THE captain: By the way, could I trouble you for a screw 
driver? ... I seem to have lost mine and it’s too 
dark. . . . 

woman on duty: Just a minute. I’ll see if I can find you one. 
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THE CAPTAIN [hums haffUy to himseljy slips under the blanket 
on soNYA^S bed and wraps his head in a shawl, ninka turns 
over. Warningly, to ninka] : Tsi! Sh! 

WOMAN ON DUTY [retumingl : Here you are, here’s a screw 
driver for you. Why, where’s the electrician gone to? 

ninka: Gone back to look for his screw-driver, he said. 

WOMAN ON nUTY: A-a-h, I see. Well, goodnight. I suppose 
Fll see him later. [As she goes out^ she meets sonya com’' 
ing in. To sonya] : Where Ve you been so late? 

sonya: I never answer silly questions. You know yourself 
where I’ve been. Shut up. [woman on duty leaves. 
SONYA goes to her bed.l 

-THE CAPTAIN ; Here I am, waiting for you. Let’s have a drink 
together^ Have you got a bite to eat with it? [Silence.'\ 
Sonya, what’s the matter — ^have they — has anyone been 
bothering you? 

sonya: No. 

THE captain: Well, come on, let’s have a drink then. 

sonya: Kostya, I’m not going to drink any more. 

THE captain: What’s the matter with you Sonya? Are you 
sick? 

sonya: Kostya, I’ve given my word. I gave it of my own free 
wiU. I promised faithfully. . . . 

THE CAPTAIN [recoUmg'\ : The best people are going to hell 
before my very eyes! The salt of the earth is being ruined! 
[He springs upy tears the shawl off his heady gulps down the 
bottle oj vodka without stopping for breathy sniffs his palm.^ 
I’d like to see ’em reform me ! 
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SCENE I 

A room of the Cultural and Education-^ 
al Defartment, The LITTLE MAN and 
the EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR. 

LITTLE man; Trying to make me see my wickedness^ are 
you? Well, I can see through you without any specs. You’re 
the Educational Director? Well, come and educate us . . . 
reform us if you can. We’d never think of playing cards, 
and we always treat the ladies with the greatest respect. 
I really can’t imagine how anyone could gamble for a 
woman. Woman — the mother, the sister, our gentle com- 
panion through life, ah! 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: What’s the sense in all this chatter 
of yours? As if J don’t know your ways. I’ve been seven 
years in these camps. The very first day I arrived, thieves 
gambled away my luggage, my overcoat and all my money. 
I’ve done my time, too. I’ve been through this school. You 
think I believe you? 

LITTLE man; Why should I think? 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: We understand one another all 
right. Let’s have a straight talk. 

LITTLE man: Why should I talk straight? 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: I know perfectly well you’re not 
telling the .truth, 

LITTLE man: Why should I tell you the truth? 
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EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: What are those bruises on your 
neck? Has someone been trying to strangle you? 

LITTLE man: No. I fell out of the cradle when I was a kid. 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: What can you do? 

LITTLE man: Nothing. 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: You Can Steal, I suppose? 

LITTLE man: Oh, no, Fm no thief. Fm a counterfeiter. I 
fake stamps and seals. 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: Let’s See how you do it. 

LITTLE man: With pleasure! [Picks uf a fenciL and uses 
it with careless ease, MITYA C 07 nes w.] Here you are, this » 
just a sketch — of the militia’s stamp on a passport. My fee — 
one hundred rubles. Why should I work? [Glances ^round, 
recognizes MITYA, is delighted,'] Mitya, old chap! So you’re 
here too! 

MITYA ; Hullo, Sasha. 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: Sasha’s from the gangsters’ barrack. 
You understand? Some criminal big shot there has them 
all under his thumb. But they won’t tell who he is. 

MITYA [the thief in him croffing uf again] : Sasha, it’s me 
you’re looking at. It’s Mitya talking to you, and not some 
lawyer or other. It’s barely possible that you remember me, 
isn’t it? 

LITTLE man: I remember you all right. 

MITYA: I have an idea, Sasha, that an old pal of mine has ar- 
rived in thfe camp. What do you think, Sasha? 

LITTLE man: Upon my life, I don’t know, 

MITYA: I only ask once, Sasha. 

LUT'LE man: Perhaps. It’s likely enough. 
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MITYA : You gambled for a woman at cards. That was a hell 
of a rotten thing to do! Sasha, what’s the use of hiding it? 
I know it was Kostya, The Captain. 

little man: Mitya, what harm did I ever do you? 

MITYA : Is Kostya at home just now? 

LITTLE man: Yes, he’s home asleep. 

MITYA \to the EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR] : Let him go this 
time. It’s only the past cropping up for a minute. Sasha’s 
a swell chap. 

LITTLE MAN {l^ooBng MITYA over and speaking sarcastical- 
ly] : You’re a shock-brigader now% are you? 

mitya: Now, Sasha, don’t you worry, everything’s all right 
and the time will come when you’ll be a shock-brigader, too. 
[To the EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR.] Didn’t you tell me you 
were looking for an artist? Sasha’s a grand artist and I can 
swear to his being honest. Well, I’ll go and see The Captain 
now, he’s an old pal of mine. 

LITTLE man: Don’t give me away, boys, whatever you do! 
The Captain’ll have no mercy on me. . . . Oi, I’ve 
given the show away. . . . Mitya ... I don’t want to 
die yet. . . . Mitya, give me a chance. 

mitya: What do you think I am, Sasha, a kid? Poor old 
Sasha, why should we want you bumped off? You’ll be 
given a chance to live here. [To the educational direc- 
tor.] Don’t be hard on Sasha . . . he’s taken an awful 
lot of beating in his time. Sasha, will you do some art work 
for us? I’ve gone bail for you, so to speak. Now I must 
hurry and catch The Captain while he’s asleep. [Goes 
out.] 
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EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: Do you want to work on our 
newspaper and do cartoons for us? 

LITTLE man: Cartoons? . . . Haven’t done any for the 
last ten years. . . . I’m a pretty sad-looking cartoon my- 
self now, I guess. . . . 


SCENE n 

The bed of the canal far out in the 
woods, LADY NIURKA and SONYA With 
wheelbarrows, 

LADY NIURKA: Sonya, my child, take care of yourself, you 
should value your life more. All this’ll pass like a midsummer 
night’s dream, 

sonya: Go ahead, sing. You’re a good girl. 

LADY NIURKA: I was pretty as a picture post-card when I 
was little. Did my poor mother ever think, when she 
blessed me in my cradle, that I’d be building this canal ? 

sonya: Chuck the confessons, Niurka — ^that’s all past and 
gone now. Let’s get going. \_They fass on^ followed by all 
the inmates of the womerds barrack except theoPhila 
and the tattooed girl, sadovsky and botkin come on 
the scene,] 

sadovsky: Well, anything new, comrade counter-revolution- 
ary? 

botkin: They’re giving me extra food. Have you met the 
camp doctor? He is a gambler. He ruined his hospital at the 
mines, but he’s doing some very fine work here. He’s a 
clever, cynical fellow, believes in nothing whatsoever and 
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works like the very devil. . . . However, this is of no inter- 
est to anyone at all. How are your affairs going? 

sadovsky; I am uniting the seas. 

BOTKIN : Well, go on uniting. 

sadovsky: Wait a minute. Does that nonsense you’re doing 
promise anything? 

BOTKIN : IVe nothing else to do, so I just let my fancy roam, 
I find it cheers me up. 

sadovsky: Wooden sluices. A wooden canal. The Panama 
Canal — Soviet style, 

BOTKIN : Well, I’m a wrecker: it’s all the same to me, 

\^Goes off, GROMOV enters.^ 

GROMOV [to SADOVSKY, 'pointing to the side] : Show them 
how to manage their wheelbarrows. They’re wjearing 
themselves out for nothing, working the wrong way. Give 
orders for them to be provided with overalls. 

sadovsky: I don’t understand. 

GROMOV: Engineer, you ought to know how to look after 
people. You ought to know how they work and live 
and eat and rest. Were you never in touch with the 
masses, Engineer? And you’re supposed to be a practical 
engineer, aren’t you? What a joke! . . . [Goes off. carp 
enters,] 

sadovsky: Say, my good man, go and show those women how 
to manage their wheelbarrows. 

CARP: Certainly, sir. 

[sadovsky goes off. The women with the wheelbarrows come 
on,] 

carp: Stop a minute, ladies, if you pleas, e. The Chief has 
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given me orders to show you how to run your wheelbar- 
rows properly. 

SONYA: Come on .then, show us. 

CARP: God save us all, why should you be tortured like this? 
I wouldn^t be surprised if some of you ain’t from a young 
ladies’ school? 

SONYA; That’s right. Straight from finishing school we are, 
and they brought us here. . . . Show us what to do, will 
you? 

CARP: We’re living through infernal torment these days. . . . 
The foreign powers don’t know what’s going on here — 
else they’d declare war. [To lady niurka.] Now, my 
dear, if you’ve only got your bare hands to grip with, don’t 
leave ’em dry. Spit on them and don’t be stingy with 
your slaver. Above all things, try not to bend your back, be- 
cause when you’re not used to it, it’s hell! Ah — [bur sling 
into iears^ every bone, every bit of gristle will ache some- 
thing cruel. You won’t be able to utter either a moan or a 
groan or raise an eyelash. . . . Infernal torment, that’s 
what it is! 

LADY NIURKA [dso bursting into tearsi : And they came talk- 
ing to us about honest labour and Socialist competition. . . . 
Why, we’ll pass out! [The tattooed girl comes uf.] 

TATTOOED GIRL [laughing] : I’m starting out to earn an 
honest living at last, I say — ^what’s up? Whose funeral 
is it? 

SONYA [takes CARR by the shotddersy turns him around and 
gives him a hard funch on the back oj the neck] : Get the 
heB out of here! [gromov affears.] 
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oROMOv: Well? 

SONYA : What the devil is he blubbering for? 

GROMOV [to carp] ; What sort of people do you come 
from? 

CARP [falling on his knee$'\ : Beg pardon most humbly, sir, 

GROMOV [funousj: Stand up! , . . [carp jump to his feet 
in fright Who are your people, Fm asking you? 

carp: I’m a kulak — a Kursk kulak. 

GROMOV : Well, and are you going to stay a kulak aU your 
life? Or will you think it over? Chuck the anti-Soviet prop- 
aganda, Remember! 

carp: Yes, all right. I’m thinking about it. [Retires y bowing 
obsequiously y and disapfears.J 

GROMOV [to the women]\ Is it hard for you?[T^?^^r hold 
of sONYA^s wheelbarrow and shows her how to get a pofer 
gnf on the handles, \ Here, look, this is the best way. See? 
Load it so that the weight falls here, and not so near the 
handles. Then the weight’s properly balanced and all you 
have to do is guide it. And you ought to sprinkle the boards 
with sand and shavings. 

SONYA: I see. 

GROMOV; It’s no use pitying yourselves, girls — ^it won’t help. 
Everyone’s got to work in our country. We’ve made an 
honest agreement; we’ll keep our promises, see that you 
keep yours. We’ll have to get you some practical clothes 
to work in, though. 

LADY niurka: Everything’ll pass like a midsummer night’s 
dream! 

GROMOV: Quite right! 

15-665 
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NINKA : Mzy I have a word with you. Chief? 

GROMOV: Let^s hear it. 

NINKA : Is falling in love permitted in this camp? 

GROMOV: What are you driving at? 

NINKA: It’s quite an innocent question. 

GROMOV: Well, how do you mean? Give me an example. 

NINKA : Supposing I wanted to get married, for instance? 

GROMOV: No, you couldn’t. 

NINKA: Why? 

GROMOV : It’s not the season for it. 

NINKA: But could you? 

GROMOV: Yes, I could. 

NINKA; And supposing I wanted to marry you? 

GROMOV: We’ll talk about that in another place, when it’s 
in season. How many years did you get? 

NINKA: Six. 

GROMOV: Better work hard and try to get it reduced to a 
third of that, else I won’t wait. I’ll marry some one else, 
I’m just that sort. So hurry up. [M&ves off.] 

NINKA: So I’ll have to go on loving you in vain? 

GROMOV: That will be healthier for you. [Goes off.] 

TATTOOED GIRL: Just you let me get out of here again, Mister 
Officer and we’ll show you how we work. [Picks uf the 
handles of a wheelbarrow.] Remember Mustafa in ‘^The 
Road to Life”! Come on girls! 

SONYA : Off for the shavings — one, two, three! 

[kostya, the CAPTAIN, cotnes ofiy accompanied by mitya. 
They are followed by FATHER BARTHOLOMEW and the 
DEACON carrying a saw.] 
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THE captain: Look here, how did you come to be 

such a Marxist? You were a famotus bandit once. Now youVe 
ruined forever. 

MITYA {pointing to a bulletin bcsrd where there hang a series 
of caricatures of the feofle ufihto have refused to worh \ : 
Kostya — ^look, they’ve got jour jiumber, 

THE captain: I’m not interested in pictures. 

MITYA [pointing to the caricature^'] : Stop pretending. Stand 
here a minute and read it. 

THE captain: Reading’s bad for tthe eyes. 

MITYA : Here, have a look at our newspaper. 

THE CAPTAIN : No, thanfcs, I alwajs prefer clean paper. [They 

go o#-] 

deacon: Shall we start with this pine, Father Bartholomew? 
FATHER BARTHOLOMEW: Let US remember Eung David and 
his humility. [They set to. The deacon works like a Tro- 
jan^ but the friest scarcely touches the saw on his side. The 
result is a cornical disfarity, OROMOV affears once more and 
observes the scene quieA^y for some minutes,] 

FATHER BARTHOLOMEW: I notke there are a considerable 
number of adulteresses about us. 
deacon: Yes, plenty of ’em. \Works away,] 

FATHER BARTHOLOMEW: And 3S in oldcn times, they are 
unfailingly endowed with bes'-uty. 

FATHER BARTHOLOMEW: And ^ in biblical times, before the 
fall of Sodom and Gomorral, .they continue their sinful 
practices in the face of disaster. 
deacon: Yes, all kinds of goings-on. 

GROMOV [to deacon] : Come here for a minute, Citizen. 
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deacon: Is it me you’re calling? \^Goei up to gromov.J 
GROMOV : What position did you hold formerly? 
deacon: I was a Deacon. 

GROMOV : Like to change your partner? 

DEACON : Oh, I can’t do that. 

GROMOV : Why not? 

deacon: Why, Father Bartholomew and me are both from 
the same parish. We were tried together, sent up together, 
and we’re going to die together. 

GROMOV: That’s a pity. You’ve the makings of a good work- 
man, I can see. \Theny as he moves away^ he turns his 
head.l Could make an exemplary workman out of you. 
DEACON [fingering his heard; to the priesty in a depressed 
tone\ : Now, Father, let’s have another go at this tree. 

[ KOSTYA and mitya appear again.] 

THE captain: Mitya, do you honestly think I’ll ever ac- 
tually shovel dirt? I, Kostya, The Captain? 
mitya: You bet you will, Kostya! 

the captain: Mitya, you must have a screw loose. [Taps 
his forehead.] Mitya, is tliat a badge you’re wearing? Are 
you a policeman? 

mitya: That’s a shock-brigader’s badge. 
the captain: And what does that mean in real life? 
mitya: It means that instead of the ten years I was sentenced 
to, I’ve got only six to do now. [Hands the captain his 
identification Ucket. ] It’s written down right there, you can 
see for yourself, [the captain examines the ticket.] I’ll 
build the canal, and then I’ll go away. 
the captain: And I’ll spit on all that and run away. 
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MITYA: You^ll be caught and hauled back here, while ni 
leave the place a free man. 

THE captain; Mitya, get away from me quick. I’m sick 
of this sort of talk. Fm asking you, Mitya, get out of 
my sight. 

MITYA \retreating\ ; Look here. Captain. . . . 

THE captain; We used to understand one another at a 
glance. 

MITYA: Well, so long, . . . [Goes away,'] 

THE CAPTAIN [alone] ; The bastard, he’s got a mighty con- 
vincing line of talk. [Then, in a startled tone,] God al- 
mighty, what do I see ! The world’s reeling under my feet. 

. . . Sonya! [sonya comes to a halt with her wheel- 
barrow Offoske THE CAPTAIN.] 

THE CAPTAIN: Sonya, have you gone crazy? . . . Sonya, 
where are you? Who are you? Soiiya, wake up! [He 
strokes sonya tenderly, and passes his fingers over her 
eyes,] Why, your face is wet, your hands are black. . . . 
sonya [flinging aside her wheelbarrow] : To hell with. . . . 
[As THE CAPTAIN is leading sonya away, the com- 
mandant comes uf, accompanied by a guard,] 
COMMANDANT [to sonya] : Leave this prisoner at once. 

[To THE CAPTAIN.] You go on ahead. 

THE captain; If you’ll pardon my asking — where to? 
commandant: To the S.R.C. 

THE captain; What might that mean, I wonder? 
commandant: You know perfectly well that the S.R.C, 
is the Special Regime Corps — the detention camp. 

THE captain: Yes, my boy, 1 fancy I’ve heard of it, only 
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I can’t for the life of me see what you’ll gain by putting 
me there. You might as well let everybody know that, 
even if I have to go through a thousand detention camps, 
I’ll never agree to scratch this filthy, rotten ground, neverl 
{^Marches froudly and nonchalantly ahead 

SONYA : They’ve arrested The Captain. That means they 
see through eveiything, much better than we do. What 
shall we do now without The Captain? 

\They all go 

deacon: Listen here, Father Bartholomew, this looks as if 
you and me were acting the old fable of the swan, the crab 
and the pike setting out to draw a cart. . . . 

FATHER BARTHOLOMEW: Aha-a — }^ou’re hankering after 
a bigger ration, I can see. Those meat dinners tempt 
you! 

deacon: Jesus Christ himself, when he was in the flesh, 
thirsted and hungered just as we do. 

FATHER BARTHOLOMEW: So you’re denying me as the 
Apostle Reter denied His Lord? 

deacon: I can’t help it; we can’t pull together. 

FATHER BARTHOLOMEW:. You heretic, you! 

deacon: And if I was to tell the truth about you, Father, 
you’ve Satan himself inside you! 

FATHER BARTHOLOMEW: Well, God bless you, anyhow. 

deacon: And you too, Father. 

\They sfit viciously after one another and defart in dif- 
ferent directions 



ARISTOCRATS 


Act Ilf Scene III 


SCENE m 

Botkin’s work-room, T he table is lit- 
tered with flam and drawings. There 
is a model of the sluice. The room is 
lighted by a huge window looJdng out 
on the forest, sadovsky and botkin are 
talking, 

SADOVSKY \_examining the model] : Nice bit of work. 
Broadly conceived. When did you find time to do all 
this? 

botkin: The evenings are terribly long here, and I can’t 
sleep. 

sadovsky: I’ve noticed you’ve stopped coming ’round to have 
tea with me evenings. I was slandering you to myself, 
thinking maybe you’d discovered some Northern Dul- 
cinea. And it turns out you’re busy with inventions all 
the time, imitating Edison. Very praiseworthy indeed. 
Shows spirit. You look as if you’d just been awarded your 
diploma. I won’t conceal from you that I think it’s a very 
big thing, veiy imporant. A victory, in fact. Congratula- 
tions! I sincerely envy you your original mind. . . . 
Daring — ^very — ^you old fox! That’s the sort of thing 
people are awarded the Nobel Prize for. 
botkin: Advise me what to do. I’ve invented the thing, 
worked it out, solved the problem. What next? 
sadovsky: It’s your own business, you know best, 
botkin: I’d like to see it carried out. 
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aADOVSKY; You don’t say so! Indeed! 

BOTKIN: Yuri, chuck this funny tone of yours and tell me 
straight out what you think. 

sadovsky: Fm thinking of how Botkin came one day to 
give me a slap in the face, and asked me how much they’d 
bought me for and whether I was a scoundrel or not. 
That’s how you put it, I think. You wanted me to tell you 
straight — ^and I did. 

BOTKIN: That was quite a different thing. It seemed to me 
then as if you were changing your colour. But I . . . . 

sadovsky: It only seemed to you, did it? But I can see with 
my own eyes a brilliant piece of engineering that you’ve 
done at the command of the Chekists! 

BOTKIN: Well, I’m an engineer and not a psalm-singing 
priest who knows nothing but his prayers. Can’t you un- 
derstand that? If I’m not going to think and create and 
solve problems then I’d better go to the devil altogether. 

sadovsky: You can remain an engineer without being a 
slave. 

BOTKIN: You mean I should burn my drawings and smash 
up my model? That’s what it amounts to, doesn’t it? Say 
it — say what you were going to say! 

.sadovsky; Yes! If there’s nothing else left, then do just 
that! 

BOTKIN : Sadovsky, do you understand what you’re saying? 
We’re letting ourselves be carried into sheer barbarity and 
sectarian fanaticism! 

sadovsky: You didn’t talk "about barbarity when you were 
free, you did what was expected of you ! 
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BOTKIN: When I was free I never did anything at all, and 
I^m sick to death of it — of doing nothing. My mind pro- 
tests. I’m tired of believing in a future I can’t see. I can’t 
live any longer in this vacuum. 

sadovsky: Say it straight out — you’re working to have your 
sentence reduced, aren’t you? 

BOTKIN: Fool! 

sadovsky: Goodbye, old chap. [Is going out.l 

BOTKIN: Yuri! .... 

sadovsky: Well, go on fawning on the government, Botkin. 
Be their lackey. The Russian intelligentsia always grasped 
at high-sounding phrases to hide their complete insigni- 
ficance. Go ahead. A Red career will satisfy both your 
belly and your ambition. You’ve made a brilHant begin- 
ning! [Goes out.^ 

BOTKIN [ofens the window ^ : Supposing it really turns 
out like that. . . . Supposing I’m lying to myself,, as 
cowards do. Supposing I am really trying to get my 
sentence reduced? [sonya comes uf to the tuiw- 
dow^ 

sonya: Say, Mr. Chemist, hand me down a couple of ciga- 
rettes. 

BOTKIN: Here, take as many as you like. 

sonya: Thanks, Mr. Chemist. 

BOTKIN: Why do you call me “Chemist”? 

sonya; I’ve seen you through the window night after night, 
sitting, thinking out some new kind of salts. I think about 
salts at night, too. . . . Nights are getting longer, you 
know, and life’s getting shorter. Ekh, how dreary it all is! 
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[Glancing towards the table,'] What^s that toy you’ve 
got there? 

BOTKIN; This is a model of the locks that are going to be 
built here. 

sonya: So you’re working? 

BOTKIN; Out of sheer boredom. 

sonya: I’ve got a friend, an awfully clever chap, who says 
there’s no need to work. 

BOTKIN; And I’ve got a friend who’s also an awfully clever 
chap, and he, too, says there’s no need to work. 

sonya: Well then, what about it? 

BOTKIN; That’s just what I’m wondering when I look at you. 

sonya: Then what the devil’s the good of all your learning 
if you can’t figure out anything? [Goes away.] 

BOTKIN [goes over to the table and takes uf the receiver] : 
Comrade Gromov’s office, please. Hello. Could you see 
me at once, please? This is Engineer Botkin speaking. 


SCENE IV 

The quarters of the S fecial Regime 
Corfs. There is a window high uf un- 
der the ceding and hunks all along the 
walls. This guard-house is occupied by 
people who have committed crimes in 
the camp, the captain, lemon and 
their gang are here. 


beret: Why are you hanging your heads, my birdies? Here 
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we’ve landed and it looks as if here we’re going to stay. 
I don’t care, I’m going to play cards for whatever stakes 
I like, and steal and smash and fight — [sinks’}: 

‘‘Oh, we don’t give a hang 
For any old canal 
We never have worked 
And damned if we shall. . . 

[a guard comes mJ\ 

guard: Stop that singing. This is the Special Regime Corps, 
not a club-house. \_Goes out a^ain.] 

THE captain: You’re getting on my nerves! Shut up! 
\To LEMON.] Who gave me away? How did they find 
out what I was doing? Could it have been Mitya, who 
came here trying to persuade me to dig that dirt? 
lemon: It wasn’t really worth it, after all, to risk gambling 
for that girl. To have to sit in a dull hole like this all be- 
cause of an innocent joke — ^it sticks in my throat, Kostya, 
let’s go and work. 

THE captain: Never! 

lemon: Kostya — ^just think, we’d be let out of here then. 
THE captain: I’ll set fire to this shed, first, and either burn 
up with it or leg it out of this camp for good. 

GIPSY \to alyosha] : What are you fidgeting around for'? 

Damn it, there’s little enough room without you! 

ALYOSHA {waking uf \ : Where are we ? 
triple-face: Same place as last time. 

ALYOSHA: And I dreamed I was. . . . 
lovey: Never believe in dreams, Alyosha, 
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lemon; Kostya, why risk your life? Take me along with 
you when you run away. 

THE captain: No! 

lemon: Kostya, I know TU come to no harm if Fm with 
you. I can show you something, too — a nice little toy I’ve 
got. 

THE captain: Show me. 

lemon; Here you are — z pocket compass! With this we 
can get through any woods, even at night. I swiped it, and 
hung onto it all seven times Fve been searched. 

THE CAPTAIN [enthusuis£cally '\ : Why, I’d give a chap like 
you another million years to live! 
lemon; I’m an artist in my own way, I admit. You know 
what Pushkin said; ^'To myself a monument I raised, so 
pray, ye skunks, you’ll never see Pushkin again,” or words 
to that effect. We’ll rot away here and the world’ll never 
see the likes of us again. There’ll be all sorts of parasites, 
but not our kind, because we — why, we’re real aristocrats? 
THE CAPTAIN [meiitating^ : That’s true. 
lemon: Are you going to take me with you? 

THE captain; Yes, I’ll be the commander of the escape, 
you and Sonya will be the crew. It’ll be a world-famous 
cruise. Just think: an escape from the North Pole! 
[Suddenly THE captain dives under im hunkJ\ I’m not 
at home to anyone. 

[ MITYA comes in.] 

lemon [zukh a smcker \ ; The boss isn’t at home. 
mptya: You don’t say! Who’s home then? Kostya! What 
do I see? How do, Kostya! What have you come to, eh? 
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How you\e let yourself down! Kostya, aren’t you ashamed 
of yourself? [the captain scrambles out from under- 
neath the bunk.'l Time to chuck it, Kostya, [the cap- 
tain sf rings onto the banky makes a dramatic gesture 
THE captain: Hoodlums and friends! \The crooks run uf 
from every side and surround the captain.] Whoever’s 
on my side, hold up your hand. [ They all raise their hands.- 
THE captain foints to MITYA.] Who’s on his side? No- 
body. Mitya, you’ve lost! [With another effective gesture 
THE captain dismisses the crooks. He moves away from 
MiTYAj goes uf to the wall and stares at the foster on it. A 
fausei] A knife! Give me a knife, quick! [The little 
MAN starts to run uf with a knife. J [the captain foint- 
ing to the foster.'] Who drew that? I know! I know who 
did it! [Makes a furious rush at the little man, whOy 
before reaching the captain, dro^s his knife and recoils 
in terror, lemon and the others hold back the captain.} 
Chuck him out, he’s a traitor! [They seize the little 
man and his belongings and fling them into a corner. The 
educational director comes iny andy together with 
MITYA, goes uf to THE CAPTAIN.] 

educational director: Come along with us. 

THE captain: What do you want? 

educational director: The Chief’s been asfang about you. 
He wants to have a talk with you, it seems. 

THE captain: What, again? . . . You’ve come back again 
to claw at my soul! 

MITYA: Look here, buddy, I’ve been a criminal myself, you 
know. 
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THE captain: I’ve been one and I’ll keep on being one. I 
don’t want to be honest. I’m a killer. 

MITYA : Now, now, why all that? 

[the CAPTAIN tears his shirt ofen and slashes himself on the 
chesty the shoulders y and the arm^ 

THE captain: I’m not going to work. ... I won’t work 
.... I’ll see myself damned first! [Tears roll down his 
face.} Clear out. . . . I’ll kill every one of you . . . and 
myself too. ... I won’t work! 
educational director: Run for the doctor. . . . [lemon 
whisfers something in the educational director’s eary 
and the iatter hurries out.} 

THE captain [to lemon]: Get away from me ... [To 
another.} Go away! . . • [He is left alone.} Oh, for a 
mouthful of alcohol and — ^the grave! 

[The doctor comes in.} 

THE captain: Listen, saw-bones, I won’t answer for my 
actions. 

THE doctor: Then you’ll bleed to death, you fool! 

THE captain: Keep away from me, saw-bones, keep away! 
THE doctor: Tie him up, somebody. 

LEMON [to the doctor]; a bit green, ain’t you. Doc? We 
ain’t though, [Runs out. A grim silence. Then sonya runs 
in followed by the educational director.] 

THE captain [to sonya] ; They won’t leave me alone till 
they see my blood. ... If I have to — 
sonya [sternly} : You know me, Kostya, don’t you? 
the captain: I do. 
sonya: You believe me, don’t you? 

238 



ARISTOCRATS 


Act II y Scene V 


THE captain: Yes, I believe you. 

SONYA: Right now you’re making a fool of yourself. 

THE CAPTAIN {^astonishedl : Really? 

SONYA \to the doctor] : Bandage him — don’t be scared. 
[The DOCTOR foints to the knife in kostya’s hand, SONYA 
takes it away from KtmP^ Bandage him, I say. [To the 
feofle standing around^ There’s nothing to stare at here. 
[They disperse J\ 

the captain: Sonya, I can’t understand what they want of 
me. Why did they think up this canal? Why should they 
want crooks to work? [sonya goes out. With one hand 
THE captain ficks the doctor^s focket^ extracts dgarettes 
and matches^ and lights uf.^ 

THE captain: Listen, saw-bones what’s this canal business 
all about? 

doctor: Lie still. 

the captain: Doctor, have you any drops? 

doctor: Yes, I’ll measure out a dose for you in a minute. 

the captain: Why measure it? [Snatches the bottle^ 
fours a quantity into a glass y tosses it off y sfitsi\ Get out now, 
Doctor — ^please, [The doctor retires, the captain lies 
stilLI Why should they want crooks to work? 


SCENE V 

Gromov’s office. The model of the 
locks stands on the table, botkin is 
working 07 i it. sadovsky comes in. 
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sadovsky: Is the Chief here? 

BOTKIN: You can sec he isn*t. 
sadovsky: Well, then ni wait for him. 

BOTKIN: Have a seat. 
sadovsky: Thanks. 

BOTKIN: Let’s have a talk, Yuri Nikolayevich. 
sadovsky: My tobacco’s all gone — can’t talk unless I smoke. 
BOTKIN: Do you know who resolved to carry out this idea 
and make it technically possible? 
sadovsky: I wasn’t interested. 

BOTKIN: This canal is part of a tremendous plan. Just think, 
why wasn’t it built a year or so ago and why is it going to be 
built now? 

sadovsky: I was not interested. 

BOTKIN: Yuri, I always took you for a serious fellow. 
[gromov comes in.] 

GROMOV [to sadovsky]: Engineer, when will the rivers 
freeze? 

sadovsky: When the weather changes. 
gromov; You don’t know then? 
sadovsky: No, I’m not a meteorologist. 
gromov; And what am I? [Silence.] Do you know that 
Engineer Bothn’s design has been scientifically tested and 
approved? 

sadovsky: So I heard. 

gromov; How much timber will you need? 

sadovsky; I could reckon it up. 

gromov: Too late. 

sadovsky: The work’s new for me. 
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GROMOV: And for me? [SilenceS\ Do you know where to get 
the timber? 

sadovsky: Oh, around here, I suppose. 

'GROMOV*. So you don’t know how much timber you need, or 
where to get it, or when to float it down. There’s nothing 
to talk to you about, [sadovsky goes out,'] 

BOTKIN: Well, I’ve handed in my design. What shall I do 
next? 

GROMOV: You can go and blast the rocks out where the locks 
are going to be. 

BOTKIN: Who will work with me? 

GROMOV : The thieves. Funny, eh? Designs and plans are all 
very well, but the rivers will freeze in a week’s time. The 
timber’s lying out and ready on an island up-river. You 
can start on the blasting work today, Engineer. Sit down 
and I’ll bring you in touch with the masses, [gromov rings 
a bell, MITYA and the educational director enter,] 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR*. All your orders have been carried 
out. Comrade Gromov. 

GROMOV [to mitya] .* They’ll let us down, sons of bitches. 

MITYA : Not a chance. Not after all our preparations — there’s 
not a chance. 

GROMOV \_to botkin] : Do you know this chap? 

BOTKIN: I don’t know him personally, but I’ve heard that 
he’s an expert at reforming crooks. 

gromov: His life story sounds like something out of the Count 
of Monte CAsto, 

MITYA : Count be damned! Just an ordinary crook, nothing 
else. 
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GROMOV: Tell us how you held up the bank in Rostov. 

MITYA: That’s an old story. 

GROMOV : Tell us, don’t be bashful. 

MITYA : We pulled it off in broad daylight, wearing masks. 
We yelled “Lie down!” and they lay down. Of course, 
civilians like those, clerks and so on — they’re terrified of 
masks. They could have knocked us cold with their ink- 
stands, because we only had one revolver among the lot 
of us, and that wouldn’t shoot. A matter of psychology. 

GROMOV : There’s a tougher customer than any bank-clerk 
going with you on this trip. 

MITYA: Yes, he’s a bit classier stuff. 

GROMOV: Is he well, now? 

Mrn’A: Yes, he’s been well looked after. But he’s keeping 
mum, 

GROMOV: Bring him here to me. Let him come in by himself. 
Tell the Commandant to bring enough ammunition for a 
couple of guards. Quick, there’s no time to waste 1 
[The EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR and MITYA gO OUtJ\ 

GROMOV: See that? He’s a splendid diver, invaluable. I’m 
training him for salvage work. 

BOTKIN: Does he actually work? It’s hard to believe. 

GROMOV: Why? You work, don’t you? 

BOTKIN: But I’m not a thief. 

GROMOV And he isn’t a wrecker, 

BOTKIN: Hm. . . . That’s true. 

[ KOSTYA, THE CAPTAIN, comcs in. He removes his ca-p^ then 
puts it on again and stands wdting, A pause,"] 

GROMOV : So it’s you who play cards for girls? 
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THE captain: No famfliarity, please. Prisoners are supposed 
to be treated with courtesy. 

GROMOV: I wanted to have an unofficial talk with you. 

THE captain: Well, you’re the big shot here. 

GROMOV : I’m about the same age as you. What year were you 
born? 

THE captain: 1898. 

GROMOV: And I was born in 1899. 

THE captain: Ain’t it funny, the kind of mugs who get to 
be Red generals? 

GROMOV: You gamble for girls, you get locked up . . . and 
for what? For petty hooliganism. You're a clever chap 
and yet how you’ve let yourself slip down in the world. 
Just look at yourself. A plain tramp — a caricature of a 
man. . . . I’m ashamed of you before this engineer sitting 
here. 

THE captain: Then shoot me! Lead me out, stand me up 
against a wall, and get this over with! 

GROMOV: So that’s all life is for, you think — just to get a 
bullet in you? Taking cheap risks — “Let’s stake our youth 
on a flip of the cards,” er — ^that sort of thing? Bah! You 
talk like a cheap novel: “Nothing left in life, no joy, no 
honour, no friends, no family . . . nothing but filth, vodka, 
whores.” Rot! You’re a strong man full of energy. You 
have a good mind, talent, organizing ability. How are you 
any worse than me? 

THE captain: Cut it out, Chief, and start your quiz. 

GROMOV: Sit down, [the captain sits down ready for cross^ 
questioning.l You’re appointed commander of the rock- 
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blasting expedition. [To botkin.] Show him why we 
need this blasting work done. 

BOTKIN [to THE CAPTAIN]: Look here, please. [Points to 
the modeL\ Do you know anything about hydraulic en- 
gineering? [Silence J\ You see, these are the sluices. . . , 

THE captain: Very interesting. I wonder if I could tell a cow 
from an airplane. 

GROMOV: [Jump uf from his desk, commandant and doc- 
tor enter. To doctor.] You are under the orders of the 
head of the expedition, who is personally responsible for 
these firearms. [To the captain personally.'] By the way, 
you know this blasting work, with high explosives, is very 
dangerous. Takes nerve. Are you sure youVe not afraid to 
risk it? [the captain casts a scornful look around, hurries 
out.'] 


scene VI 

The hanks of the n^er. A steamer lies 
downstream. Only the mast, the flag, 
the funnel and the captain^s bridge are 
visible. KOSTYA, THE CAPTAIN, is re- 
ceiving supplies and arms from the SUP- 
PLY MAN and is bringing them down to 
the shore. The commandant is present 
too. 

SUPPLY man; Here you are. What’s your name? Cases of 
tobacco — that’s untold wealth for these parts. What are 
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you feeling them for? They haven’t been opened. [ Kos- 
tya examines everything skilfully and with the utmost 
careJ\ First time I ever see such a suspicious customer, I 
declare. 

THE captain: If all your customers had been like me, cap- 
tain, your kids would have had their daddy sitting at home 
with them tonight. 

SUPPLY man: Ah, that’s true, too. . . . Well, it’s all fate, I 
suppose. . . . 

\A n unfamiliar figure strolls about near the suf flies and sings, 1 

THE CAPTAIN [signing the receift and sf caking over his 
shoulder'l : Listen, young fellow-me-lad, this isn’t Old 
Spain, you know. I never trust serenades. 

[The same gang of incorngihles af fears, with some unfamiliar 
faces among them. The old ofenders from the barrack oc^ 
cufy the foreground,] 

lemon: What’s all this, Kostya? What are these provisions 
for? What are you going ’round collecting folks for? Put 
your cards on the table. 

THE captain: This very minute. [Leafs on to a f aching 
case.] All hands on deck! [fi^They are all silent, watching. In 
the background the loading of frovisions continues through"- 
out this scene.] 

LEMON [shouting] : You want us to work, is that it? 

THE captain: What are your trying to do — ^argue with me? 
You very easily forget your own words, [lemon retreats.] 
I dislike beating about the bush, as you know. Do you be- 
lieve me or not? 

lemon: We all believe you. 
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THE captain: I love you all dearly, children, and my heart 
goes out to you when I look at 5^ou. You’re losing the 
most precious thing in the world — ^your health. What 
you need is fresh air and an outing on the river. Of course, 
you’re experienced people, and you know such outings 
aren’t for nothing. I quite agree with you. Stop worrying, 
boys. If I let you down, you can tear me to shreds. Customs 
and honour are sacred. There’s no guard over us, no com- 
mander, no boss. The whole show’s in my hands and in 
mine only. You get me? Would it be too much to ask you 
to raise your hands, I wonder? 

[A fauseJ] 

voices: Right you are, Captain. 

THE captain: Then kindly board that cruiser. One man 
from each barrack must make out a list of those who are 
to get tobacco. Dinner will be the same for everyone, but 
tobacco will be awarded according to individual merit. Now 
— ^are you folks Young Pioneers or kulaks? I want to see 
you on that ship in double-quick time. \The f revisions have 
been loaded while THE captain was sfeaking. While the 
gang is getting aboardy the doctor runs ufy followed by 
the EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR and BOTKIN.] 

the captain \_at sight of BOTKiNi] : You? I’ve been double- 
crossed! Now I’m not going. Why are they sending you 
with me? 

BOTKIN : My dear fellow, I’m just as much of a prisoner as 
you are. I’ve no rights at all. 

THE captain: Why are you going then? 

BOTKIN: Why are you? 
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THE captain: I am going to work. 

BOTKIN: So am I. 

THE captain: Well, if you should happen to be robbed, don’t 
get upset. Just let me know, and you’ll have everj^thing 
returned to you. And now please go aboard that schooner. 
[ BOTKIN goes aivay.'l 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR*. Here you are — something for you 
to read. {^Thrusts some 'pam'phlets into the captain’s 
hand,^ 

THE captain: I was always fond of Russian literature. 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR*. Yoli might as Well say straight out 
you’re not going to read them. 

THE captain: Speaking frankly, I’m not. 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: Then give them back. {Takes the 
books backy selects a newsfafer and ofers h to the cap- 
tain.] But you must read this one article. Gromov ordered 
you to. 

THE captain: Gromov? Then I’ll read it. 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: Will you really? 

THE captain: Now, don’t start making a speech. I couldn’t 
stand it. 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: I only Wanted to wish you luck! I 
hope you’ll come back covered with glory. 

THE CAPTAIN*. If they should bring back only a button as a 
souvenir of me, send my mother a line or two, 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: Nothing like that will happen. 

THE captain: I don’t know — ^life’s a trifle worse than the 
movies show it, I can tell you. 
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COMMANDANT [to THE CAPTAIn] I Look sharp, boys, GRO- 
MOVAS coming. 

THE CAPTAIN [callhig from the rtvcr~hank’\ : Petin! Pizhov! 

[Tzuo young men whoy judging by their khaki coats y are 
ex-^Red Army meuy leave the steamer and aff roach THE 
CAPTAIN.] 

THE CAPTAIN; YouVe appointed to guard the public property 
against these burglars. 

petin: Guard it? 

pizhov: What with? 

THE captain: With rifles in your hands, [gromov comes 

commandant: We’ve picked out the best. They’re trust- 
worthy. 

GROMOV [to the commandant]: Names? 

commandant: Petin and Pizhov. 

gromov: Have you served in the Red Army? 

both: Yes. 

gromov: Sent up for stealing, of course? [The boys squirm 
with embarrassment.^ Prisoners Petin and Pizhov, you are 
to be entrusted with rifles and included in the ranks of the 
camp guard. You will carry out your duties and conduct 
yourselves in an honourable and manly way so as to earn 
back the title of sons of the Red Army! [Re hands a rifle 
to Pizhov y who takes it timidly and suddenly bursts out 
laughing from sheer joy. Then he draws himself up at at- 
tention and about-faces with military snap, gromov places 
a second rifle in petin’s hands. PETIN grasps it eagerly y 
tests the lock.l 
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petin: Comrades, I swear — [breaks down ajid sobs,~\ 

GROMOV: Now go and join the expedition, guards. 

pizHOv: R'ght you are! 

[They all go off. The SKIPPER affears on the bridge. He is 
joUowed by kostya^, the captain, carry mg a newsfafer 
in his hand. T he gang can be heard brawling gaily below on 
the deck.l 

THE captain: I wonder why you don’t sound the first 
whistle? 

skipper: I’m in no hurry. 

THE captain: How long is it since you had a bath in this 
river, Sk'pper? [With a sinister smile.'] My boys might 
feel inclined to duck you. [The skipper gives a single 
shrill blast on his whistle.] Skipper! [kostya shakes the 
fafer at him.] I’m on a government job, I want you to 
know. Give us two blasts on that whistle of yours if you 
don’t want a ducking. 

skipper: Don’t think you can bully me! 

THE captain: Skipper, I warn you — I’ve nothing to lose. 
[The SKIPPER gives two blasts.] Listen here, don’t make 
any unnecessary movements. Let’s go right now! [The 
SKIPPER gives three ferocious blasts, and blows the siren — 
the signal for putting off.] 

THE captain: That’s the way. Now we won’t harm a hair 
of your head, [kostya leaves the bridge. The steamer futs 

off-] 

skipper: What passengers! What bandits! 

END OF ACT TWO 
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The river hank. Forests. A wild sfot. 
The tvhole gang is here. A general at- 
mosfhere of depression^ discomfort and 
boredom. 

gipsy: Sky like a woman’s petticoat — white. 

ALYOSHA: Just an ordinary wet sky, I’m telling you. 
gipsy: And the ground, brother, look at the ground. You 
could die here like a fly — simply disappear. 

ALYOSHA: Just plain, ordinary, damp earth, that’s all. 
gipsy: Ordinal}' — ordinary — ^that’s all you can ever say. . . . 
Wonder what they made you of, you ordinary devil? But I 
was born in Bessarabia, I want you to know! 

ALYOSHA: Why should I want to know? 

BERET \_singing ] : ‘^0 calm me, tell me 

This is but a jest! , , .” 

MAKHNO: Shut your trap! 

lovey: I would never have thought you had nerves, 
Makhno. 

MAKHNO: PU give you nerves in the eye in a minute. 
beret: What a lovely seaside resort we’ve picked! 
tripe face: Doesn’t look as though there’d be much to swipe 
around here. Kind of quiet, ain’t it.^ 
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[The rest sit or lounge about in gloomy silence^ Then 
THE CAPTAIN affearSy followed by BOTKIN^ LEMON and 
others, "I 

THE captain: Can you tell me. Doctor, if there are sick ones 
among the population here? 

doctor: They’re all perfectly well. 

THE CAPTAIN [addressing them alii : Then what’s the mat- 
ter with you? Why the sudden gloom? Snap out of it! To 
begin with, I need two barbers. [Two barbers stef for- 
ward,] And two cooks. [Two cooks stef forwardi one of 
them is TRIPE face.] Without food and barbers a man 
sinks to the bottom like an axe. What you have to do now 
is to set up a camp here and begin to live! — Life, I can tell 
you young chaps, can be quite a pleasant thing. [He drops 
his oratorical manner and turns to gipsy.] Pitch the tents! 
[To the cooks,] Cook a supper with an aroma that will 
make their mouths water over on the Finnish border! [To 
the barbers,'] Give these frowsy-looking photographs a pol- 
ishing up! 

[They all fall tOy pitching camp. Improved white chefs hats 
appear on the cooks^ heads. Eager clients line up outside the 
hastily-erected barber-shop,^^ The tent- flap is adorned with 
a scrawled sign: ‘^JEAN of park.”] 

THE captain [to lovey] : Show me yx>ur hands, [lovey 
shows them,] I see. Very talented-looking hands, those. 
Just go over to those rocks, will you? Don’t be shy. You’re 
among friends here, [the captain observes from a dis- 
tance how they set about working. Mutters to himsdf,] 
*^No, that kind of work isn’t worth a damn.” [To bot- 
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KIN.] You couldn’t call that work — it’s only a bad imita- 
tion. Show them what blasting means, will you, Engineer? 

BOTKIN: But I’ve always worked inside — in my office — in 
the draughting room. 

THE captain: How very, very sad. {Comes ufon alyosha.] 
Alyosha, how many times have you been sent to the Far 
North? 

alyosha: Three. 

THE captain: Why, Alyosha, you must be a regular expert! 
We can’t get along without you. Alyosha, take these gladia- 
tors in hand. 

acyosha: I can just do that little thing! [alyosha goes off 
to the gladiators THE captain looks about the camf 
anxiously y then calls LEMON to hhnJ] 

THE captain: I need one ex-Party member. 

lemon: There aren’t any here. 

THE captain: That’s a pity. {To botkin.] Queer sort of 
company I’ve got into! These crooks simply don’t want to 
work. You don’t happen to have been a member of the 
Communist Party? 

botkin: No, never. 

THE captain; Can you compose soul-stirring appeals to 
people? 

botkin: No, I can’t. 

THE captain: My God, how much like me you are! [bot- 
KIN leaves him, the captain sits down on a tree-stumf,'] 
I’ve got to do something about this. {Wnfesy comfosing 
his afpeal aloud,] “Comrades hoodlums!” {Crosses it 
out,] “Comrades gangsters!” {Crosses this out too,] 
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“Comrades crooks!” \_Crosses it outy sflts violently and 
tears uf the fafer.] No, these crooks will never work, that’s 
sure. \^He is thoughtful for a few moments and then takes 
uf another sheet of fafer and begins to write with great 
rafidity and decision^ Reads aloud J\ “All for each and each 
for all! We’ll do the job up brown and sail home smothered 
in honour and glory! Long live the White Sea Canal! Hur- 
rah!” \Considers it a whileJ\ That’s hardly enough. 
\yV rites something morey reads iV.j “Those who don’t 
work, don’t get any grub!” That’s convincing, surely. 
\Thinks a few mome7its.^ Yes, but I’ve been told the Chek- 
ists have a diiferent approach. They divide people up into 
categories. But what’s the use of talking. I’m not a Chek- 
ist, am I? I’m dealing with bandits, with my own family, 
so to speak. Let’s have another shot at it! 

Say, pals! 

Do you feel like missing your feed? 

'Then dofdt work! 

Do you want to do without tobacco? 

Then dordt work! 

Want to lounge about this Far Northern Paradise 
Looking like poor old Adam without any Eve? 

Then don^t work! 

That’ll convince ’em, don’t worry! [Gets ufy calls the 
LITTLE MAN to /zfm.] Here, you, draw some pictures to 
go with this — and make it snappy or I’ll wring your neck! 
[At this moment BOTKIN rushes uf. His affearance is di- 
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shevelled. Re has cast to the winds his restrainty dignity 
and studLied elegance 

Botkin: What do you think those fellows are doing? They 
want to blast the whole cliff at one go ! They don’t want 
to work according to plan! 

THE CAPTAIN \^taking BOTKIN by the arm] : Don’t get up- 
set, please. They’re really only children. What do you ex- 
pect of them? They never worked before. In time they’ll 
learn to work according to plan. You have to know the 
proper approach to people. 

BOTKIN [as if to himself] : Yes, indeed, the proper approach. 
That’s what I need. 

THE captain: Why don’t 3^011 put on high boots? This place, 
God knows, isn’t exactly Old Madrid, 

BOTKIN: Where were you educated? 

THE captain: I have spent eighteen years in institutions of 
higher learning- [the captain’s foster makes its affear- 
ance. The pisoners crowd around ity reading aloud and 
laughing. Then they drift away^ 

BERET [after reading it] : Calculated to awaken our con- 
sciences. A nice bit of work. [Goes off, lovey runs uf,] 

THE captain: Lovey! 

lovey: Yes, that’s me. 

THE captain: Show me jour hands! 

lovey: Chuck it, boss. . . . We’ll do what we’ve prom- 
ised. 

THE captain: That’s what I’m saying — ^you’ve got such 
clever hands. 

[lovey disaffears, BERET is seen Tioffing about on one leg, 
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He sits down for a minute to fix his shoe, the captain 
swoofs down on him Like a hawk on its 'prey.'\ 

THE captain: What do you think you are — z. ballerina? 
You don’t happen to be giving a performance of “Swan 
Lake,” do you, Madame Geltzer? [beret scurries away, 
GIPSY and MAKHNO halt for a moment to light their ciga- 
rettes. They exchange a few words in low tones. THE CAP- 
TAIN reaches them in a fezu strides.] Talking politics? Just 
arrived for the Peace Conference, have you? Do you need 
white kid gloves, perhaps? [The men retreat before 
KOSTYA and disaffear. KOSTYA observes the feofle awhile. 
Then he goes uf to a tree. There is a pause. He leads AL- 
YOSHA out from behind the tree, alyosha is holding a 
newspaper in his hands.] Alyosha, you’ve been sitting be- 
hind that tree for fully fifteen minutes by my watch — - 
you’re too dreamy, my lad. This is no reading-room for 
you, Alyosha. 

ALYOSHA [folding up the newspaper ] : And what are you 
doing yourself, I’d like to know? Trying to do the big boss 
stuff? 

THE captain: Are you trjdng to pick a quarrel witli me? 

ALYOSHA: Chuck these old tricks of yours, Captain. This 
doesn’t go with us. [Moves away.] 

THE captain: What doesn’t go with you? Alyosha, do you 
think we’re actually going to work on the canal? What a 
naive fellow you are! 

ALYOSHA: Just you think things over, Captain. [Goes off.] 

THE CAPTAIN [alone ] : Think? Why, there’s nothing I’m 
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better at. I’ve already made up my mind. I’ll win their con- 
fidence — and escape. . . . 

BOTKIN {aff earing on the scen €\ : Why, they’re wonderful 
people! How they work! They’re so deft and handy. 

THE captain: I told you — all you needed was the proper ap- 
proach. They’re real gladiators. They’re a circus in them- 
selves: two hundred and fifty daredevils on life’s trapeze! 

SCENE n 

Gromov’s oflce. gromov ani sadov- 

SKY. 

GROMOV \in a humorous tone "] : What’s that noise on the 
wharf? Perhaps it’s a drowned man that’s been washed up, 
like in Pushkin’s poem, you remember, and the children are 
calling for their father to come and look. 

sadovsky: It’s Engineer Botkin returning from the expedi- 
tion. 

GROMOV: Where has he been? Who went with him? Did you 
hear? 

sadovsky: They say he went with the thieves. 

GROMOV: Dear me, what our engineers have come to, eh, 
travelling with thieves. Doing their best, evidently. Sit down 
— er — ^Yuri Nikolayevich — that’s your name, if I’m not 
mistaken? 

sadovsky: Yes, I used to be called that at one time. 

GROMOv: Well, and how about the rivers, Yuri Nikolayev- 
ich? Will they freeze soon, do you think? 

256 



ARISTOCRATS 


Act lily Scene II 


SADOVSKY : There’s a crust of ice on the lake, 

GROMOV; So the bear is sucking his paw already? 

SADOVSK.Y; Just starting. 

GROMOV: And when will the bear wake up? 

SADOVSKY : In the spring. 

GROMOV: And when may we look for spring? 

SADOVSKY: I put everything in my report, 

GROMOV: Yes, you put it in — ^all the way out of sight. 

SADOVSKY: You can put it that way if you like, 

GROMOV: Or perhaps buried everything in it? May I put it 
that way? 

SADOVSKY; I am accustomed to this accusing tone of voice. I 
was sentenced to be shot, the sentence was commuted to 
penal servitude, and if you consider that this was a mistake, 
it’s in your power to dispose of me as you like. 

GROMOV : We’re not in court now, we’re building a canal, 
doing a job that’s been set us by the Soviet government. 
You don’t seem to be able to believe that yet. 

SADOVSKY: We two have different social origins. 

GROMOV : So that’s why you write ridiculous reports? You 
found out long ago, Engineer, that I understand you per- 
fectly well — so what’s the use of playing Punch and Judy 
any longer? Here’s your report — ^look at the paper in it. 
\Weighs the fafer in the jolder,'\ Only a thousand or so 
foreign words: “Gromov won’t understand them, any- 
how.” And then it turns out that Gromov is studying Eng- 
lish, and* carries a technical dictionaiy about with him. So you 
can’t always hide behind foreign words, Yuri Nikolayevich; 
things are in an awful muddle. I’m going to collect the exi- 
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gineers and read your report to them, together with my 
own notes on it, and make a laughing-stock of you. Therh 
you’ll have to admit either that you didn’t know what you 
were writing, or that you did know and , . . see? You 
think the country’s being run by irresponsible, ignorant peo- 
ple. You see nothing of what’s going on around you. You, 
an educated man, can’t understand why your sentence was 
commuted, why you were given a job of tremendous im- 
portance, and why I, a Chekist, should talk to you on such 
a subject. You write ridiculous reports for me. It’s terrible. 
You’re getting behind the times, tomorrow you’ll be old- 
fashioned, then you’ll seem quaint and ridiculous, then 
you’ll be of no use to anyone — and in the end you’ll be a 
dead man in the midst of life. 

SADOVSKY : Are conversations like this included in the program 
of mutual relations between jailor and prisoner? 

GROMOV : Bolsheviks, as you know, always act according to 
program. You may go now, Engineer. [Glances out of 
the window,"] The people are back from the rock-blasting 
expedition. Thieves. . . . Been out working for the first 
time. Worth noting! 

[Goes out, SADOVSKY reTTUiins behindy done.] 
sadovsky: He’s right, of course. He’s building Sodalism. He’s 
got a program. [Picks uf his report from the tablcy tears it 
up and throws it into the wastepaper basket,] Not a kindred 
soul anjwhere within reach, not one. Stuck in a blind al- 
ley and no way out, 

[gromov and kostya, the captain, come in.y 
GROMOV [ignoring sadovsky’s presenccy to the captain] : 
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For your good work on this job we have reduced your sen- 
tence by one year. Sit dov^rn here. Write a report — only 
without any thieves’ jargon in it. [To sadovsky.] What 
have you to say, Engineer? 

sadovsky: I’ve torn up that report of mine. Forget this if 
you possibly can. I’ll write it all out for you right away — in 
two pages. 

GROMOV : Very well, sit down here and write — only without 
any foreign words in it. [To the captain.] I’ve heard 
you’re a crack performer on the accordion. 

THE captain: Well — ^yes; I used to play Liszt’s Hungarian 
Rhapsody once upon a time. 

GROMOV: I’ll send to Moscow for an accordion for you. [To 
SADOVSKY.] What were you going to say? 

sadovsky: I’ve a great favour to ask — ^my mother is left 
alone. May I send for her to come here and live with me ? 

GROMOV: You’ll be given an answer in a few days. 

[Goes out^ THE captain and sadovsky to work on their 
resfecliae reforts, Ajter a minute '\ : 

THE captain: We’ve had the pleasure of meeting before, I 
believe ? 

sadovsky: Tell me, who are you? 

THE captain: I’m Kostya, The Captain. 

sadovsky: Are you a sailor? 

THE captain: No, a thief, 

sadovsky; Why have they remitted a year of your sentence? 

THE captain; For honest work. 

sadovsky; Let’s be frank, shall we? 

THE captain: Delighted, I’m sure. 


17 * 


^59 



ARISTOCRATS 


Act III, Scene II 

SADOVSK.Y: Now you, for instance, are a thief — ^no offence 
meant. 

THE captain: Haven’t taken offence for eighteen years — 
only committed them. 

sadovsky: Then tell me, thief, how did you begin to work? 
How did you come to it? 

THE captain: What are you asking me for? Who do you 
think I am — Dostoyevsky? 

sadovsky: Don’t you see — ^it’s terribly important for me. 
[Flmches under the captain’s scornful smile,'] But you 
don’t understand anything. 

the captain: I see by the way your heart is pounding that you 
don’t understand anything, either. The Chekists aren’t ma- 
gicians. Before every man they simply set a ladder and say 
— ^^‘Climb it.” The higher you climb, the better life be- 
comes. One rung gives you better boots and clothes, another 
— ^better food. Then there is the shock-brigade rung: when 
you get on that you forget you’re in a prison camp and 
you’re allowed to send for your wife. But there is still a 
higher rung, when your entire ten-year sentence is can- 
celled and vanishes like a night-mare after a spree, [sa- 
dovsky is about to interruft,] But . . . but . . . allow 
me — ^the Chekists do not wait xmtil you make up your mind 
yourself to climb the ladder. They know our characters too 
well: some of us have to be shown how to start, others need 
a boost, some a good shove, while others — ^you, for in- 
stance — ^have to be given two or three hard knocks and 
then they’re off up the ladder with violent palpitation of the 
heart. 
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sadovsky: You must have read or heard this some-where — 
how did you find it out? 

THE captain: IVe had a few unpleasant experiences here. 
And, speaking generally, if a thief can’t paint life in bright 
colours, then it’s better for him to go and be a dentist. I 
know one thing — ^a secret: if you climb to the very highest 
rung of the ladder and for some reason or other drop down, 
that’ll really be a terrible fall! 

sadovsky: Yes, there’s a good deal of truth in your words. 

THE captain: As I said before, I’m no Dostoyevsky, but I 
do understand this. \The^ write a while in silence. A 
jountain fen on Gromov’s desk catches the captain’s 
eye.l This youngster has a very attractive fountain pen, I 
must say. 

sadovsky: What was that you said? 

THE captain: Oh, I was just — er— passing through a sort 
of psychological crisis. . . . 

SCENE m 

The barracks where THE captain lives. 

He is reforting to gromov- The whole 

gang is fresent. 

THE CAPTAIN \reading'\ : Constantine Dorokhov, sen- 

tenced to ten years, have carried out the work you entrusted 
to me. The rocks have been blasted before the time limit 
fixed — ^to be exact, to twelve days and six hours ahead of 
schedule. The whole expedition has returned in perfect 
health, with the exception of one freak, who obtained from 
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an unknown source a botde of denatured spirits and drank 
it alone, and without the usual accessories, namely, snacks, 
whereupon he was taken ill and lay dying for three days 
and three nights, without, however, succumbing in the end 
as expected. In conclusion, permit me to state that we 
found the process of blowing up rocks extremely inter- 
esting and we are ready to work as borers and blasters 
at any time now. There are no mountains big enough 
to scare us.’’ 

GROMOV : Everyone of you gets three months knocked ofiF his 
sentence for this job. 

Voices: Let’s toss the boss! 

GROMOV: Wait a minute. Are you going to fill in the dyke? 

voices: Sure we are! 

GROMOV: Then toss away! 

l^They toss him in the air*~\ 

THE captain; And what about me? ... Oh, well, no use 
expecting gratitude from these people. 

GROMOV: So long. [Catches sight of makhno and comes to 
a halul Why don’t you ever take a bath? Where’s the 
Sanitary Commission ? 

THREE OF THE MEN [steffmg forward} : That’s us! 

GROMOV : So you’re breeding lice here? You want to pay a 
fine? 

THE three: We’ll give him a bath, Chief. 

GROMOV: The quicker the better. 

THE three; Instantly, Chief. 

[gromov leaves the barrack.} 

THE THREE [to MAKNo] : Where’d you pop up from? 
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MAKHNO: Well, never mind, I’d like to see your brassieres. 
No cleaner than mine, I bet. 

THE three: To the bath-house! Quick time march! At a 
gallop! 

[They go out, the captain lies drOwn,’\ 

THE CAPTAIN [nieditating\ : Sonya and I will run away from 
here just the same. But what’ll I say to Sonya when she 
asks me — ^^So you’re worb'ng, Kostya?” This confidence 
trick of theirs must have .h3^notized me. Oho, someone’s 
creeping in. It’s her — oh well, what’s the use? [Covers 
himselj uf and fretends to be asleep,] 

SONYA [sitting down on the bed] : Who do you think you’re 
kidding? 

THE captain: Oh, its you? ... I didn’t recognize you. 

SONYA: Kostya, there’s an article about you in the paper. . , . 
[Shows him the paper.] They call you ‘^A hero of toil,” 
Kostya. 

THE captain: It’s simply a misprint ... an annoying mis- 
print in my life. Sonya, I give you my word of honour as 
a thief . . . these crooks can work if they like, but I — 
never! 

SONYA [weardy] ; Then there’s nothing to talk about? 

THE captain: Nothing at all. 

SONYA: Goodbye. 

THE captain: Why? 

SONYA: And I came to challenge this so-called “hero” to 
compete with me. 

THE captain: What did you say? I can’t see you very well, 
somehow. 
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SONYA : Just imagine writing about rubbish like you in the 
newspapers. ... I can^t understand it. 

THE captain; Oh, so you envy me? 

SONYA : Other people did the work for you. YouVe only 
trying to make a career; it’s just your cheek! 

THE captain: Sonya, I never beat women. I choke ’em. 
SONYA : Come on, compete with me. 

THE captain: It’s a go, 

SONYA [producing a sheet of fafer] : Sign this. 

THE captain; Certainly. 

SONYA: One hundred and fifty per cent of the plan! 

THE captain: Two hundred! 


SCENE IV 

A COOK is busy over huge iron fots^ 
KOSTYA, THE CAPTAIN, affeoTS. 

THE CAPTAIN [taking a drink of wester^ : You see that bat- 
talion of women? The woman who leads it has the heart 
of a wild beast. We’re pla)dng for tremendous stakes, I 
gave her a start of a hundred points. No joke. I wonder 
if this woman will beat us after all? 

cook: Anything can happen. 

THE CAPTAIN: Cook, you’te a jinx — a hoodoo! Take back 
what you just said, or I’ll make mincemeat of you! 

cook; I take it back. 

[sABOvsKY affears,} 

THE CAPTAIN [to sadovsky] : Thanks for your advice. 
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I^m greatly indebted to you. I’m at your service. 
sadovsky: I want you to write a little paper for me. . . . 
THE captain; Faking documents isn’t my line. 
sadovsky: I only want a note from you sa3ring that I was in 
your brigade, and organized the work. 

THE captain: Lend me your pen for a minute. [Writes out 
the required fafer and dejtly replaces the fen in SADOV- 
sky’s breast-pockety then takes it back again unnoliced,^ 
sadovsky: Thanks. 

THE captain: You’re welcome. 

[Goes out. SONYA comes m.] 

SONYA [taldtng a dAnk of water'] : Surely Kostya won’t carry 
off the banner, after all! 
cook: Impossible! 

SONYA: Keep your S3nnpathy for yourself, we don’t need it. 
[Goes ouU SADOVSKY tastes the stew in one of the kettles 
and smacks his lifs affreciatvoely like a gourmet. lie is sat-- 
isfied.] 

cook: Don’t you worry — there’s a real French touch about 
my cooking. [Sadovsky goes over to another kettle and 
tastes its contents. Sfks out violently and advances threaterh- 
ingly ufon the cook with the ladle in his hand.] 
sadovsky; And what sort of a touch did you put in that? 
[While they are engaged in comflicated dod^ng movements 
among the kettlesy gromov affears and stands in the back- 
ground observing them unnoticed.] 
sadovsky: I’m asking you — ^what sort of a touch could make 
stew taste like that, eh? Why, I’ll send you to the marshes!' 
You’re no cook. You’re a wrecker! 
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[gromov smUes^ goes away, sadovsky collides with Botkin 
as the latter enters,^ 

BOTKIN \handmg him a fafer] : Here, these are our specifica- 
tions. 

sadovsky: Very well. 

BOTKIN: When will you give us your reply ? 
sadovsky: In the morning, [botkin iuf'us to go.] Are you 
going to build your sluices yourself? 
botkin: Yes, I am. 
sadovsky: I wish you success. 
botkin: Thank you. 

[They fart. The two brigades y one led by SONYA and the 
other by the the captain, come on the scene. They stand 
there wearily y in unfriendly silence. The foreman affears 
with fafers in his hand. He settles his glasses on his nose 
with fainjul slowness,] 

THE captain: Look here, Julius Csesar, couldn’t you hurry 
just a little? 

FOREMAN [siding away ] : Upon figuring up the work we 
. find that — [Coughs,] 
the captain: You’re a bloodless runt! 
foreman: Upon figuring up the work done we find that the 
women’s brigade has accomplished a hundred and fifty 
per cent of the plan. Yours — [to the captain] a hun- 
dred and twenty per cent. [Goes away,. General stufe^ 
faction reigns, BERET grabs the banner and runs of 
^oith it,] 

EADY nixjrka: Help! Murder! Stop, thief! Of all the nerve! 
NINKA: He swiped our banner! 
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TATTOOED GIRL: Go' for him! Give him hell! [They rush 
ajter BERET. THE CAPTAIN sits a little afarty deep in 
thought, BERET is hauled back a prisoner 

LADY NIURKA [gripping beret’s arms] : You seven-months* 
brat! 

TATTOOED GIRL : Knock him cold ! 

lady NIURKA : He*s lower than a snake’s belly! 

TATTOOED GIRL: Paste him in the nose. 

LADY NIURKA: You repulsive little pickled toad, you insigni- 
ficant scrap of a mongrel pup, you low-down Htde devil, 
do you know what we*ve had to do to get this banner? 
[Slaps his face resoundingly^] Can you feel my caressing 
hand? 

beret: Madame, this behaviour isn’t at all nice. Madame, 
I quite believe all you say. 

LADY NIURKA: If you Want the banner, get it honestly. 

beret: I was only joking, Madame. 

LADY NIURKA: Hear that, Sonya? He was joking. The ban- 
ner’s just a joke for them; Sonya, how can you keep still? 

SONYA: He’s only a burnt-out cigarette-stub — throw him 
away. 

beret: 1 give you my word . . . honestly. . . . 

TATTOOED GIRL! Next time show us where you’d like to be 
buried. I’ll thrash you with my own hands. 

LADY NIURKA: Clear out, and don’t let me catch even the 
smell of you around here again. [The women move 
anvay^ 

BERET [to SONYA, who is now some distance off] : A ciga- 
rette-stub, she called me . . . and what do you call your- 
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self, I wonder? We could get a dozen of such-like bannei*s 
if we wanted to! 

THE CAPTAIN [alone'\ : Why am I sitting here like Stenka 
Razin on his lone crag, thinking? [Gets uf,'\ Alyosha! 
[ALYOSHA comes uf.l You see what’s happened? 
ALYOSHA: I warned you, didn’t I? 

THE captain: Will I be able to make a working-commune 
out of our hoodlums? 

ALYOSHA: You Can if you act quickly! 

[The gang comes uf^ wrangling as before,^ 

THE captain: Stop the arguments, please. I’m going to or- 
ganize a working community of ex-thieves. Do you get 
that? Anyone guilty of drunkenness will be excluded and 
disgraced. I’ll be the first to agree to .this condition. Anyone 
guilty of thieving will be excluded and disgraced. I’m going 
to push a wheelbarrow myself. Kindly remember that my 
name is Dorokhov — Constantine Constantinovich. Nick- 
names are not to be used from this day on. [To lemon.] 
Constantine Constantinovich, remember. 
lemon: I don’t believe a damned word of your serenade! 

THE captain: Will the Kiev p{clq)ocket popularly known as 
the Lemon- take back his words? 
lemon: And supposing I don’t, what then? 

THE captain: You’ll 'be boycotted. 
all: Boycott him! 

lemon: We’n meet again, Captain Kostya, [Goes ouU'\ 

THE captain: Listen, Beret, what do they call you when 
you’re among human beings? 
beret: Kolya. 
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THE captain: Kolya, go and bring the Educational Director 
to our barrack. Tell him we’re going to start a commune 
and we want advice. Go along, comrades, and think it over. 
It’s a big step in our lives. There’s no use wasting words. 

{They all go out. gromow corner in. the captain goes 
up to him,^ 

THE captain: This, fountain-pen belongs to Engineer Sa- 
dovsky. I swiped it for fun. Sadovsky asked me to write out 
a statement. . . , 

[sadovsky comes in sight, the captain says something to 
GROMOV in a low voice and goes out.'\ 

GROMOV {to sadovsky] : Engineer, may I have a word with 
you in private? 

SADOVSKY {going up close to hirri\ : Yes. 

GROMOV: You ought to be ashamed of yourself! To go and 
apply to a thief for a statement saying that you’re in touch 
vrith the masses. . . . Here, take this pen. It’s yours, isn’t 
it?. 

{An awkward moment. An embarrassed silence. \ 

sadovsky: ShaR I tell you the truth? 

GROMOV: Yes, do. 

sadovsky; I’ve been collecting signed statements — little pa- 
pers like these — for fifteen years. 

GROMOV {smiling] : And it didn’t help: 

SADOVSKY {laughing] : And it didn’t help. 

GROMOV {moving away]: You asked permission for your 
mother to be allowed to come and live here with you? 
sadovsky: Yes. . . . 

GROMOv: Permission’s been granted. 
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The bed of the canaL Night. A band 
can be heard flaying somewhere in the 
distance, alyosha and sadovsky^s 
MOTHER affear on the scene. 

mother: Of course, penal servitude is always penal servitude^ 
no matter what they say. The most God-forsaken places 
are always chosen for it. 

ALYOSHA: Who’re you looking for, mother? 
mother: My son. 

ALYOSHA: Whereabouts would he be, do you think? 
mother: In the camp. 

ALYOSHA: It’s a big camp, mother. What’s your son’s 
name? 

mother: Ex-Engineer Sadovsky. 

alyosha: a — ^ ah — yes, we know' him. Wait a minute, the 
folks’ll come around and I’ll tell someone to look for him. 
They’re all in this part just now. 
mother: What are they doing here? 
alyosha: It’s “all hands to the pumps’’ today! 
mother: And who might you be, young man? 
alyosha: A bandit. 

mother: God bless my soul . . . what are you saying? 
alyosha: Why should I hide it, mother? If I’m a bandit, I’m 
a bandit and that’s all there is to it. 
mother: You don’t mean to tell me you ever killed anyone? 
alyosha \nxMi magnificent cairn'll It sometimes happened 
270 



ARISTOCRATS 


Illj Scene V 


so, [sADOVSKY^s mother crosses herself,^ Well, mother. 
I’ll go and call a fellow who kno-.\^s your son. 
mother: Bring whomever you like. 

[ ALYOSHA goes away and returns with the captain.] 
THE captain: Good-evening, mamma. I’ve known you for 
quite a long time, 

mother: Excuse me, but I’ve never met you before. 

I'HE captain: Ah, mamma — ^life’s a very touching ajffaii', 
after all. Your son’s superintending work on the canal- 
bed, The Panama Canal was child’s play compared to 
this. 

mother: I’ve forgotten my geography long ago. Bring my 
son here, will you, please? 

THE captain: Your geography would be out-of-date now,, 
anyhow. Why have you brought so much dried bread? 
You’d better have brought cognac. 
mother: I have, I’ll make you a present of some. Only bring 
my son here. 

THE captain: Don’t show me cognac, I beg you, [Takes 
out his cigarette-case and starts to smoke.’l 
mother: Where did you get that cigarette-case? 

THE captain: I bought it In the Torgsin in Moscow. 
mother: Excuse me, but it’s my husband’s. 

THE captain: Really? It’s a pity your husband sold it to the 
Torgsin. 

mother: My husband died ten years ago. 
the captain [roughly'\ : So much the worse for him. [Goes 
riavayJ\ 

mother: They’re all convicts and bandits here, they’d 
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rob you and strangle you before you’d have time to open 
your mouth! 

[alyosha reaflears .~\ 

ALYOSHA {^shouting to some invisible ferson^ : Tell Engineer 
Sadovslgr everything’s O.K. He needn’t worry. 

mother: Good gracious, what is it you’re doing here? 

ALYOSHA: It’s “all hands to the pumps” today, mother. 

mother: What’s he talking about? I can’t make head or 
tail of it. “AH hands to the pumps?” — never heard of 
such a thing. What’s Sadovsky doing in this place? 

ALYOSHA : Oh, he’s a big man, Sadovsky — ^he’s the head of 
the works here. 

mother: a big man? The head of the W'orks? So he’s been 
pardoned after all. He always said he wasn’t mixed up with 
that business. Botkin was but my Yuri wasn’t. 

[botkin af fears.] 

BOTKIN: Where’s Sadovsky? 

mother: Why, it’s Botkin! . . . Botkin, my dear boy! 

botkin: Who’s a dear boy? Where’s Sadovsky? What’s he 
doing with me? 

mother: Botkin — don’t you know me? — It’s Antonina 
Ivanovna. . . . 

botkin: But I want Sadovsky. Where is he? [Darts away.] 
[gromov and the commandant come uf.] 

GROMOV : You’ve come to see your son? What name? 

mother: Sadovsky. 

GROMOV [to the commandant] : Send her in my car to 
where Sadovsky is working. 

commandant [to her] \ Come with me, please. [To Hm-* 
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self.] In the car, indeed! When we’re so tired we can 
hardly drag a leg after us. He’s losing his senses, I do be- 
lieve. 

[They go of as BOTKIN af fears once more.] 

BOTKIN [excitedly] : They refused! 

GROMOV : Why do you lock so wildf 

BOTKIN: It’s sabotage — it’s abominable — sheer stupidity! 

GROMOV; Don’t be in such a hurry; it’s too hot. We’re get- 
ting on grand . , . even the stars have come out , , . 
and yet you get so panicky. 

BOTKIN; No, I’m far from being panicky, but the devil take 
these muzhiks — they don’t want to build a bridge over the 
bog for me. I have to run all round the damned place with 
wheelbarrows. If I could get the bridge built, I’d be able to 
get the work done forty times sooner, but tliere are gaps in 
the ice and they don’t want to work on it. 

GROMOV; Is that so? And why don’t they want to? 

BOTKIN: They’re such blockheads — tliey’rc terrified of the 
bog. “It’ll suck us in,” they keep saying. So stupid! 

GROMOV: You shouted at them, I suppose? 

BOTKIN : Yes, I did. 

GROMOV; But they don’t want to do it? 

BOTKIN: They flatly refuse. 

GROMOV: Did you try persuasion? 

BOTKIN; Any amount of it. 

GROMOV: And they won’t go? 

BOTKIN; They won’t go. 

GROMOV ; Did you promise tiiem a prize? 

BOTKIN: I don’t know what I haven’t promised them* 

IS— 665 ^73 



ARISTOCRATS 


Act Scene V 

GROMOV: And they don’t want anything? 

BOTKIN: They don’t want anything. 

GROMOv: Well, look after the ojBce for me a while, wiU you? 

BOTKIN: What are you going to do with them? 

GROMOV : You want to know what I’m going to do with 
them? I’m simply going down on the bog and start to work 
myself. [Turns to go.'\ 

BOTKIN: Oh, no, Chief! Don’t do that. 

GROMOV: What! — ^then you were deceiving the men? It is 
really dangerous? 

BOTKIN: No, no, but this solution never entered my head. 
Such a simple thing and yet. . . . I'he kind of tactics old 
General Suvorov used. 

GROMOV: Well, there’s something to be learned from Suvor- 
ov, too. Let’s go together. 

[They go out and the commandant comes 

commandant: Sluices, dykes, rocks, dynamite, boulders, 

. marshes, crooks, bandits, wreckers, kulaks, ex-ministers, 
Provisional Governments, colonels, pickpockets . . . thous- 
ands of them wnth spades and shovels and wheelbarrows 
and saws — ^like a battle tonight. And where and why the 
water’s flowing when by rights it should be frozen, I don’t 
know. Where’s Gromov gone, I wonder?' He’s never still 
a minute. Even noticed that old woman. Sees everyone, 
thinks of everyone. .... 

THE CAPTAIN [behind the scenes ^ : Commandant! 

COMMANDANT [as THE CAPTAIN apfears} : Here I am! 

THE captain: WTtiefe’s the Chief? 

commandant: I’m not obliged to answer your questions* 

274 



ARISTOCRATS 


Act Illy Scene V 


THE captain: You don^t seem to have been given your prop- 
er share o£ cod-liver oil in your childhood. You’ll soon 
waste away. 

[Sii5 dow7i on the sfot where he was standlng.~\ 

commandant: No jokes, please. 

THE captain: Wit is wasted on you, evidently. \lJLes down 
where he was sitUngS[ 

commandant: You ought to be at work, [the captain 
dozes of,] Why our chiefs bother with people like these, is 
more than I can understand. 

[ GROMOV comes in.] 

GROMOV: Who’s asleep? 

the captain [jumpng up] : I am. 

GROMOV: Now, then. . . . [Shahes Kim with rough friend- 
liness,] You look dazed. 

the captain: See here, Chief, can we stand it any longer? 
We shovelled away at that trench for twelve hours, with- 
out even allowing ourselves a smoke. Sadovsky reckoned 
up our work and said that anyone in his right mind should 
go down on his knees to us. We earned the banner as 
heroes of the storm-attack and yet they W’on’t give it to us. 
Look here, Chief, if ex-kulaks get to sobbing, you can 
imagine how stirred they are! 

GROMOV: Wipe your eyes and don’t get excited. It isn’t time 
yet for celebrations, but when the time does come I’ll pre- 
sent you with the banner on the platform and there’ll be a 
band playing. Now I want to tell you a secret, but you 
mustn’t spread it about until I say you may. 

THE captain: You don’t take me for a gossip, do you? 
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GROMOV: It’s like this: we’re through with this “all hands 
to the pumps” business. Now we’ve got to tidy the whole 
job up and make it look pretty. 

THE captain: When you talk like this, Chief, I can feel 
myself shooting up like a palm-tree. 

GROMOV: But not a word about it till I give you leave! 

THE captain: These lips shall be as silent as a tomb, this 
man shall be as a marble monument. 

GROMOV: Better disappear now. 

THE captain: I’m disappearing. [Goes out,'\ 

GROMOV: Where’s Sadovsky’s mother? 
commandant: She went off. 

GROMOV : How? 
commandant: In a cart. 

GROMOV : What the devil do you mean by sending her in a 
cart when I ordered you to send her in the automobile? 
commandant: I thought you’d need the car yourself. 
GROMOV: It’s a pity I’m in such good humour, else I’d teach 
you to think to some purpose! Can’t you see how it is: 
here you have an old woman coming to visit her son in a 
prison-camp; it’s practically certain slie’s cried all the way, 
and then — she arrives. She is met by someone in a motor- 
car, her things are taken care of, she is politely helped into 
the auto and driven to her destination. After treatment 
like that she’ll sing the praises of the Cbekists to her dying 
day. Now, teU me, don’t you see you’ve been a fool? 
commandant: Yes, quite a bit of a fool. 

GROMOV; And then again, didn’t Sadovsky deserve attention 
after all the efforts he made during our big push? He thinks, 
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of course, that the Chekists are quick enough at noticing 
when an engineer does any mischief, but we want to show 
him that we are quite as observant w^hen an engineer works 
well. Y ou sent his mother in a cart, but think what a wonder- 
ful surprise it would have been for the old woman if you 
had sent her in the car. I suppose you can appreciate the 
effect a wonderful surprise has? 
commandant: Yes. 

GROMOV: Well now, jump into that car, find the old woman 
and deliver her safely to Sadovsky. 
commandant: Right you are. 

GROMOV: Only don’t start palavering to her when you see 
her. Be polite but reserved, as a military man should. 

[They go offy sadovsky’s mother enters. 1 
mother: Well, they’ve driven me here, there and everywhere 
about this heU and still I haven’t found my son. This seems 
a quiet spot though. I’ll sit here and wait. 

[sadovsky af pears,] 
sadovsky: Where the devil’s Botkin? 
mother: Yuri! 

sadovsky: Haven’t any of you seen Botkin? 
mother: Yuri, dear! 
sadovsky: Mother, how did you get here? 
mother: I don’t know. ... So you. , . . It’s really him. 
He’s alive and wtII — ^ and he’s got high boots on and he’s a 
chief engineer. 

sadovsky: Mother, mother, thfe is such a critical moment. 
. . . Where on earth can Botkin be? I haven’t a moment 
to spare — must fly — ^I’ll be back soon. [Hurries out,] 
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mother: Good heavens, can all this be real! 

[sONYAj LADY NIURKA^ NINKA and the TATTOOED GIRI 

affear^l 

LADY niurka: Never in all my thirty-seven years, never fron 
my cradle, have I worked like I’ve done here! 
tattooed girl: At your whining again, are you? 

LADY niurka: What harm has it done anyone if I happenec 
to get upset and hankered after a bit of human feeling? 
NINKA : You know, Sonya, I believe in this White Sea Canal, 
SONYA [laughing'] : You don’t say so! 

[Enter margarita Ivanovna.] 

NINKA: Well, Miss Torgsin Cashier, you’ve soon learned tc 
run a wheelbarrow, haven't you? Nothing like a rush jol 
for showing what you can do! 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: Where’s Sadovskyr I’ve been asked 
to find him. 

mother: He went ofiF in that directon. May I come with 
you? 

[margarita IVANOVNA has gone already.], 
tattooed girl: I say, auntie — are you a nun or what? Take 
this bucket and fetch us some drinking-water! 
mother: Excuse me — ^I’ve come on a visit to my son. He’s 
the chief engineer here. 

SONYA: What of it? Go on for the water, quick! You can 
see we’re hot and thirsty as hell. 
mother: Good heavens! Well, all right then. [Picks uf the 
bucket^] Keep an eye on my things while I’m away, wdl 
you please? [Goes off. The work- gong is heard.] 

SONYA: Cooled off now, girls? [ninka and lady niurka 
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turn to gOy but the tattooed girl holds sonya hack.^ 
TATTOOED GIRL: To tell you the truth, Sonya, Tm upset, too. 
sonya: I bet you are, 

TATTOOED GIRL: Oh, if you only knew how I long for a taste 
of life again, to be free once more, away in Yalta or some- 
where! Oh, how glad IM be if I could start out thieving 
again, Sonya. Why, every night in my dreams I see ex- 
pensive foreign suitcases plastered with bright-coloured bag- 
gage labels , . . and big gold rings with sparklers in ’em, 
the size of walnuts . . . and old hags with wads and wads 
of money lying around loose. . . . Sonya— -the very’ first 
day I’m let out of here I’ll commit a robbery that’ll make 
the w'hole country sit up and take notice! 
sonya: Go on talking. It’s nice to hear you at it, 

TATTOOED GIRL*. Thcre’s nothing re forged or reformed about 
me and all this play-acting isn’t worth a god-damn. I feel 
like spitting at it over my shoulder, that’s all! Look here, 
Sonya, what’s the idea of acting the conscientious citizen? 
Want to make an impression? Who do you think you’re, 
kidding? Not me, surely? Let’s admit straight out to each 
other — ^we’re working to get qur sentences reduced. , - . 
You’re one of us. . * . Sonya, chuck it! 
sonya: All right, I will! \At the tof of her voiceJ] I’ll knock 
you down! \trtes to fling the tattooed Girl to the 
ground '] — ^and trample you under my feet! 
tattooed girl [springing to her feet] : No, you won’t] No 
one’ll ever trample me under foot! Wait till we meet — out- 
side, I’ll give you a kiss and a hug that’U knock the breath 
out of you. 
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[MARGARITA IVANOVNA returns.'] 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA; Why, what on earth have you been 
doing? 

TATTOOED GIRL*. Oh, we just had a little argument over a 
fellow of ours, [sonya goes off. sadovsky’s mother comes 
back with a bucket of water.] 

mother: Well, did you find Sadovsky? 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: No. 

mother: What are you doing here, my dear? Surely you’re 
not a prisoner too? 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA*. I’m Engineer Sadovsky’s secre- 
tary, 

mother; Oh, is that so? And who’s that young man — can 
you see him — ^the one running towards us? 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: He’s an ex-a\dator, I’m engaged to 
marry him. 

mother: An airman? How strange. 

[the captain comes up to thcfn.] 

THE captain: Ah, there you are, mamma! Fatal encounters, 
these of ours, aren’t they? May I have a drink of this 
marvellous mineral water? 

mother: Please. 

the captain: If you only knew, mamma, how full of burn- 
ing enthusiasm we are, you’d feel twenty-five years younger. 
[After a long drink.] Much obliged. Now, mamma, you’d 
better carry this remarkable beverage of yours around to 
our girls, else they’ll be looking old and haggard and we 
don’t want that. Go on now, be a shock-brigader, mamma. 
[Starts her off.] Margarita Ivanovna, I’m as happy as a 
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poet. Fm blazing like a rocket. And I love you, Margarita 
Ivanovna. 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA.* Tell me truly, did you really fly to 
the North Pole? 

THE captain: IVe flown many a time, and always came 
down, but I feel toda)'” as though I was flying and was 
never going to land. But if I fall from this height, tlien 
stretch out the tender hand of friendship to me. I’ve loved 
you Margarita Ivanovna, ever since our first meeting, when 
my heart was smashed like a piece of the rocks IVe blasted. 
MARGARITA IVANOVNA: You talk in riddles. 

THE captain: Tell me, what excites you most? The mists 
of the past or the dawm of the future ? 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: The future, of course. 
the CAPTAIN [kissing her\: Here’s to our future! May we 
fly high! What more is there to say? Enough of idle words! 
[the captain’s brigade comes on the scene^'l 
THE captain: Regiment, off with your jackets! [sadovsky’s 
MOTHER returns Just a moment, mamma, you stay here 
and look after our overalls, won’t you? We’ve got to join 
forces with dear Sonya and go out on the last attack. Here’s 
a spade for you, mamma. If anyone shows any interest in 
our dinner-jackets, just give hhn a crack on the head. 

[They go off and sadovskly comes onS\ 
sadovsky: Mother, what are you doing here? What have 
you got a spade in your hand for? 
mother: I’m working. 
sadovsky: What, you too? 

mother: Yes, some crazy folks asked me and I couldn’t very 

28 i 



ARISTOCRATS 


A ct lllj Scene V 

well refuse. Good gracious, Y uri, my dear, how dirty you look ! 
sadovsky: WeVe changing geography here. 
mother: More geography! Yuri, what are you talking about? 
What’s this geography you’re changing? Just imagine 
it; they arrested him, sentenced him, put him in a prison- 
camp and now he’s altering geography. 
sadovsky: Yes, it’s not easy to grasp at first. 
mother; They made me fetch water for tliem and watch 
their clothes for them. . . . “All hands to the pumps!” 
. . . they kept shouting. But what kind of pumps they 
meant, I’m sure I don’t know. And then there were some 
women who cried, and music, and a lot of running hither 
and thither. Oh, 3^es, and — ^before I forget, where’s your 
father’s gold cigarette-case? 
sadovsky: What does it matter? 

mother: Well I declai*e! Some low creature is using his 
father’s gold cigarette-case and it doesn’t matter to him! 
Really, Yuri, you’ll excuse me, dear, I hope, but you [looks 
at htfn\, . . . Well, I never! Here he is in penal servitude 
and he looks strong and healthy and actually sunburnt. I 
- can’t understand a thing. . . . 

[As they are going away^ the commandant comes «».] 
commandant: Kindly step into this car, if you please. 
sadovsky: What car? Where are you taking my mother? 
commandant; The Chief’s orders. He told me to take your 
mother home in the car. Allow me — ^your luggage. Allow 
me — er—take my arm, vril you? It’s slippery here. 
MOTHER [to sadovsky] : Do you go home in the car every 
day, Yuri? 
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sadovsky: No. I usually go on horseback. 

commandant: Don’t be shy, mother, don’t be shy, [A 
fause.'l It’s a surprise — z wonderful surprise for you. 
[They go off. The horn of the car is heard. The brigades 
come running m.] 

GROMOV: Now, Dorokhov, you tell them. 

THE captain: All thoroughbred girls may now line up and 
kiss me. My lips are more tender than choice Ukrainian 
cherries, my heart is like a tulip. Life -is a gay and splendid 
ball in a wonderful palace, and this old planet has not 
grown too chilly yet for human love! 

SONYA : Kostya, what are you raving about? 

THE captain: Sonya, 3rou’re mudi too prosaic, child. I’m 
trying to sing you a Hungarian Rhapsody — ^to express my 
feelings about this glorious night, and instead of appreciating 
my efforts, you ask me questions like a lawyer, Sonya, the 
Big Push is over! We’ve laughed in the face of the fright- 
ful elements, we can now lay our hands on wild nature 
and say: “That’ll do, you dirty snake, no more drinking of 
our blood for you!” That is the reason, girls, why I called 
you all to kiss my fiery lips. But you didn’t understand me. 
Here comes ex-Father Bartholomew with his musical en- 
semble. My Romans are interested in dancing. Play us the 
“Peter the Great Fox Trot.” 

FATHER BARTHOLOMEW [conducting a jazz band}: The 
next number will be “Memories of the North,” 

[Music and dancing.} 


END OF ACT THREE 



ACT FOUR 


SCENE I 

The banks of the canal. Evening. 
The po'ple from THE CAPTAiN^s Com- 
mune are lounging ahouty resting, the 
CAPTAIN is flaying ufon a new accordion 
with exultationy making incredible tm- 
frovisations. 

THE captain: So we are a Commune, now. A Red Banner 
Collective. [Pause.] Builders of life — that’s what we are! 

[Plays a fiourishy but breaks off suddenly as alyosha ap 
fears on the scene and sits down. THE captain advances 
toward hhn.] 

THE captain: Stand up! [alyosha gets uf.] Tell your 
comrades where you were yesterday evening. We didn’t see 
you at work today. You bought vodka yesterday in the 
village. 

beret: The cavalier wanted to go strolling with the litde 
ladies. 

gipsy: It’s the first time: first offences aren’t punished, 

beret: I'his isn’t a public law-court. The first offence, eh? 
[Indignantly.] Suppose I was to go and rob the station or 

284 



ARISTOCRATS 


Act IV j Scene I 


start a hell of a row somewhere. All I’d have to do would 
be to say: my very first offence, you ought to let me 

out on parole.” HowM that be? Pretty cheap rules, yours. 

LITTLE man: We’re delicate ladies, aren’t we? Tenderness, 
psychology? Eh?. . . Who do you think you’re talking to? 
Let’s hear what the chairman has to say. 

THE captain: Let’s vote, comrades! 

BERET AND THE REST: Let’s VOte! 

THE captain: Who’s for excluding him from the Commune ? 

\_Raises his hand, BERET, the LITTLE MAN, and the others 
j allow his examfle,^ 

ALYOSHA [w a very low voice] : My wife came to see me, 
came from way back home. [They listen to him in silence,] 
I wrote to tell her we were starting a new Hfe. [A fause,] 
Comrades, brothers, men . . . my wife came to see me — 
from a long way off, because I wrote to teU her we were 
starting a new life. . . . 

THE captain: Swear it. 

ALYOSHA: I swear it — cross my heart. 

THE captain: Who’s for giving a comrade a chance? [They 
all drof their hands and then raise them again, THE cap- 
tain finishes flaying the flourish he had started,] 

THE CAPTAIN [to Alyosha] : How’s this for a Commune, 
eh? The new life, eh? No joke? [Begins f laying his elu^ 
sive venations and suddenly stops on a wheezy note. One of 
the valves of his accordion has come loose and fallen ofl,] 
It must have been a heartless bastard who made this instru- 
ment. The valves are dropping off it. [He lays the accordion 
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carefully away in its case,^ Let’s go to bed, friends; to- 
morrow there’ll be plenty of work to do on the dam* 
beret: That’s right* . . . Don’t be sore at me, Alyosha. I 
never thought of you having a wife. 

ALYOSHA: It’s nothing out of the ordinary. 
beret: Springtime, love . . . one glance from beneath those 
black brows! Ah, I’m a pure young thing, I am. 

LITTLE man: Would you like me to draw you a picture post- 
card of a beautiful lady? 
beret: Why not? That’s a fine idea. 

THE captain: Come along home, boys. Tomorrow we’ve 
got to do some real work. [They are disfersing when 
sadovsky comes in,] 

sadovsky \to THE captain] .* Kostya, we started out on 
this life together. Be a pal and stand by me the last few 
days. Do first-class work on the dam I’m building. 

THE captain: Yes, we started this life together. [^P^dls out 
sadovsky’s cigarette-case,] Here, take this. It’s tlie last 
stolen thing I have. ]^Gives it back. Silence,] 
sadovsky: It’s all past ... a mistake ... a joke. Thanks. 

But what are you so downhearted about? 

THE‘ captain: I’ve had a misfortune. A valve has come loose 
on my accordion. 

sadovsky: Oh, that’s: nothing much- Go and get some glue 
from Margarita Ivanovna and stick the valve back on. 
the' captain cm)'ay]\ Tomorrow we’ll show you 

some first-class work on your dam. 
sadovsky: There’s a fellow who is mabng good! 
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SCENE II 

SADOVSKY^S office y where work is over 
for the day. 2' he clerks are leaving. 
KOSTYA, THE CAPTAIN, comes m. 

THE captain: Good evening, Alargarita Ivanovna. \_She 
gives him a curt nod by way of reply.’] I quite understand 
that this isn’t the place for conversation, but I’m in great 
trouble. Wo-uld you let me have a drop of gluer \^Sile?ice.] 
What, don’t you know me? 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: Who are you? 

THE CAPTAIN : Go on — say what you were going to say. 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: You’ve insulted me . • . me — d. re- 
spectable girl from a decent, respectable family. You said 
you were an aviator and I believed you. . . . What a dis- 
grace! . . . You’re nothing but a ‘‘Thirty-Fiver,” a com- 
mon thief. [To a draughts rrian.] I’m ready now, Max. 

THE CAPTAIN \_smiling] : Well, but, Mademoiselle, you can 
surely lend me a drop of glue. [^Silence.] I’m in great 
trouble, Mademoiselle. A valve of my accordion has come 
oflF. 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: Max, tell this citizen we can’t give 
glue to everyone. 

max: Look here, citizen, this isn’t Moscow. .... We’ve no 
chance of either buying or pinching glue here, you can see 
for yourself. ' . ‘ 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: I’m ready, Max. 

max: Coming! [They go out together.] 
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THE captain: Ahj Mademoiselle . . . what a low-down 
litde skunk you are, Mademoiselle. 

[sADOVSKY and MITYA come 

sadovsky: Did they give you the glue, Kostya? 

THE captain: Oh yes, they gave it to me all right. They’re 
all respectable people from decent families. 

SADOVSKY {to mitya]: Here are the plans: let's go, {He 
goes outJ\ 

mitya; What are you laughing at, Kostya? 

THE captain: It’s all so damned funny, Mitya. That I — 2l 
hardened criminal should get to be the chairman of a com- 
mune, and a famous shock-brigader, one of the people who 
are shaking the world. Mitya, my boy, how splendidly 
you’ve remade me. Mitya, I’ll be grateful to you all my 
life. Hurrah, Mitya! 

mitya: Hurrah, Kostya! {Shakes hands warmly with him, 
then goes out, 'I 

THE captain {in a lower tone^i Hurrah! {In a whisfer,'\ 
Hurrah! {Breaks down and 


scene m 

The banks of the cand. Mormng. 

SONYA: Where’s Kostya? 
beret: We don’t know. 

[sadovsky comes uf, looking jor kqstya.] 
BERET {to sadovsky] I No use looking. 
sadovsky: Why? 
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SONYA: \to beret] ; What’s up? Has The Captain gone off 
the rails, do you think? 

BERET \to SONYA ] : Looks like it. \To SADOVSKY,] It’s spring- 
time, you know. The roads have dried up. , . . And The 
Captain’s made a run for it. 

sadovsky: Who told you that? 

beret: I’m telling you. 

SONYA: If Kostya’s disgraced this banner. I’ll kill him, I 
swear it. 

ALYOSHA: Quite right, too. We’ll crush him like a worm. 
{De^nonstrates how to crush a zvorm with the heel of his 
boot,J 

sadovsky: Wait. We must find out — perhaps the man is ill. 
[botkin cowss uf.'l 

BOTKIN \to sadovsky]: I protest — I really do — jow take 
al] the very best brigades for your own work. You’ve got 
to transfer this collective to me. 

sadovsky: You don’t happen to have come across the chair- 
man of this collective, have you? 

BOTKIN: Why, what’s up ? 

sadovsky: They say he’s run away. 

BOTKIN: How — who says so? 

sadovsky; They probably know what they’re talking 
about. 

BOTKIN: I don’t believe it! 

sadovsky: Neither do I, but. . . . 

[ MARGARITA IVANOVNA COmes inj] 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA; Yuri Nikolayevich, something awful’s 
happened. My typewriter’s been stolen. 
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sadovsky; Last night? 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA; He did it ... we know it’s him 
. . . because he came round to beg some glue from me 
yesterday evening. 

sadovsky: Who? Oh, yes, I know who came to ask you for 
glue. Well, and what about it? 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA; We didn^t give him any. We haven’t 
enough for ourselves, and anyhow he asked for it just as an 
excuse to get in. . . . He hid in the oflBce afterwards and 
stole my typewriter. 

sadovsky: How do you know it was he? 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: Because he stole the glue as well. 

sadovsky: That’s no proof. 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA*. But he had the impertinence to leave 
a note, too. 

sadovsky: a note? Show it to me. 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA; He actually insults me in it. 

sadovsky [takes the note and reads it~\\ “Ah, Mademoi- 
selle, what a low-down little”. . . . [Reads to the end.l 
Yes, but this doesn’t explain. ... I can’t understand a 
thing. Come along, let’s have a talk. [As they are going off,] 
Have you offended him in some way, Margarita Ivanovna? 

MARGARITA IVANOVNA: Nothing of the kind, Yuri Nikolaye- 
vich ... we simply. , . . 

sadovsky; Simply, simply! These people never do anjrthing 
simfly! I’m asking you — why didn’t you give him the glue 
he wanted? [They go out,] 

BOTKIN [to the brigade] ; Citizens, supposing your friend. . . . 
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ALYOSHA: Then it’s all lies, there’s no sense in it any long- 
er, ... I don’t want to go on. . . . \_Fimgs down his 
s'pade and walks awayJ\ 

SONYA : What, are we to slip back then, all because of one 
bastard who isn’t worth that drop of sweat — are we to fall 
back again into the same old dens we used to live in, into 
the prisons and everlasting disgrace ? 

ALYOSHA; But why did Kostya let us down? We trusted 
him. ... We followed him in everything, he was an ex- 
ample for us. \Then suddenly shout s^l Give us back our 
Kostya, you snakes! 

SONYA [after waiting until the exentement has cooled down 
a little] : From now on, Kostya’s dead to us! But we’re go- 
ing to live. Whoever agrees, raise your hand! [They 
glance at each other and with great solemnity raise their 
hands.] 

[The LIITLE MAN af fears.] 

LITTLE MAN : Kostya The Captain’s been arrested 1 

SCENE IV 

The $ fecial Regime Corfs. Some 
strangers are lying on the hunks. LEMON 
is hercy too. The guards lead in KOSTYA, 
THE CAPTAIN. 

THE captain: How do, hoodlums! 

lemon: How do, boss! [Silence.] Don’t you recognize your 
old pal? 
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THE captain; Yes. . . . Have you taken up boxing or some- 
thing? 

lemon; I laid my hand on your shoulder like a comrade. 
Chuck it, Kostya — ^we all go the same way home. Don’t 
believe any of them. It’s just a cheap way of playing on a 
decent thief’s feelings. There’s liope, so don’t fill yourself 
up with their lies. \_In an undertone Let’s escape, shall 
we? 

THE captain: Well, if you’re thinking of it, why don’t you 
start? 

lemon; Your word on it? 

THE captain: I’ve given you my word. 

lemon; They’re going to let me out of here in a few minutes. 
Lie down and wait. I know all about your case. You’re in 
a hopeless fix. 

THE captain: Nobody knows my case. 

lemon: You stole something from the office. 

THE captain; Yes. 

lemon: You’ll get a second sentence, 

THE captain; I brought the typewriter back again, brought 
it back myself, ... I told them. . . . No, nobody knows 
my case. Don’t touch me, I want to get to sleep. Hey, 
sentry, I want some water . . . water’s allowed here, 
isn’t it? 

lemon: Got drunk last night, did you? 

THE captain: Something like that. 

l^Enter the ex-Red Army man petin^ who accomf anted the 
captain on the expedition,'} 
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petin: The water’s right there — can’t you see? 

THE captain: A-ah . , . thanks. 
petin: Citizen. 
lemon: Well? 
petin: You can go now. 
lemon: Much obliged. 

stare like a snake at her old black shawl 
And my heart’s fit to break and I feel I could bawl.” 
petin: What kind of a song is that? 

lemon: I’m singing for joy — can’t you see? So long, Captain. 

[^Goes out with the guard.^ 

PETIN \^to the captain] : Chief, brother is it you? 

THE captain: It’s me. 

petin: How did it all happen, buddy? Why, it was you who 
set us back on our feet — ^and now it turns out you’re not 
fit to be spoken to. . . . 

THE captain: Yes, that’s it. 

petin: You went off the rails a bit, is that it? 

THE captain: No, I didn’t go off the rails. 
petin: Shall I fetch you some grub? 

THE captain: Don’t bother. 

petin: Look here, don’t take it so hard. Everything’ll come 
out all right yet. Well, so long, I’m going now. If you want 
anything, just call me. What tough luck! Shall I leave 
you something to smoke ? ■ * ' 

THE captain: Thanks, [petin goes out.'] Ah, Mademoiselle, 
why were you such a mean little' skiink? 
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SCENE V 

Evening, gromov^s home, gromov, his 

WIFE^ the EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR and 
the COMMANDANT. 

GROMOV [walking ^round and ^round the tabled : Go on, go 
on, quick! What next, Commandant? 
commandant: Well, they didn’t give it to him, • . . 
GROMOV : What, do you mean to say they couldn’t find a 
drop of glue? 

COMMA.NDANT: I don’t know. And in the morning he came 
back straight from the bootlegger’s carrying the typewrit- 
er and said — ^just what’s down in the report — that there’d 
been a misunderstanding. But what sort of a misunderstand- 
ing do you call that. . . . 

GROMOV: In the report — ^who wrote the report? 
commandant: I did. 

GROMOV: Bring the prisoner here. 
commandant; Right [Goes out,'\ 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: Here is the note that was 
sent to him. 

[gromov takes it and read’s it.l 
GROMOV: Who wrote this? 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: Margarita Ivanovna. He’$ been 
insulted, called a “thief,” 
gromov; Who insulted him? 

EDUCATIONAL DIRECTOR: Margarita Ivanovna. 
gromov: Put Margarita Ivanovna under arrest for fifteen 
days: 
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[The COMMANDANT rushes inJl 

commandant: The prisoner has escaped! Someone gave 
him a signal: the ^^Black Shawl” song. 

GROMOV: You know what to do. \_Exit commandant,] 

educational director: He’s not worth bothering with any 
longer. We’ve got thousands of them. 

GROMOV : Thousands. , . . They’re just figures for you — 
zeros, are they? — ^these human lives the Party’s entrusted 
to us. . . . 

[ KOSTYA, THE CAPTAIN, jumfs in through the window tat- 
tered and drifting wet] 

GROMOV: You ran away? 

THE captain: Yes. 

GROMOV: Whereto? 

THE captain: To you. 

GROMOV: Why are you wet? 

THE captain: Had to fight for my life in the canal. 

GROMOV : With whom? 

THE captain: With the man I was leading to freedom. I 
turned back, and he tried to drown me in the canal. 

GROMOV: Tell us all about it. 

THE captain; You gave me a lovely accordion. One of the 
valves came ojff. It was a question of my personal happi- 
ness. I went to ask for a drop of glue and I was told . . . 
that I was a thief. 

GROMOV: I know the rest 

the captain: Think of my life. Try to understand! Tell 
me, am I done for? Am I never -to be anything but a crim- 
inal — a. thief? 
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GROMOV: Cut out your whining! This isn’t a young ladies’ 
boarding school. 

[educational director and the breathless commandant 

affear.^ 

commandant: Got clear away! \Catches sight of the 
CAPTAIN,] [To GROMOV.] Shall I call the guards? 

GROMOV : No punishment is to be administered. Give him back 
his accordion — and a bottle of glue, 

SCENE VI 

A holiday scene on the banks of the com- 
pleted canal. All the characters are pres-- 
ent, 

beret: How do I strike you in the bright sunlight? Do you 
mean to say you haven’t noticed anything? I’ve even had 
my hair cut in a new style. 

[sADOVSKY and his MOTHER pass by,'] 

sadovsky: How do you do! 

beret: Ah, there you are. Comrade Sadovsky, and in the 
very same hat, I declare, as when I saw you for the first 
time. Tell me, how long have you had it? Is it an imported 
hat? 

sadovsky; Oh, I’ve had it quite a long time. Yes, it’s a for- 
eign one, 

beret: Where from? Paris or London? 

sadovsky: Paris. 

beret: You don’t say so! Afid it looks as good as if it had 
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just come straight out of the shop. A marvellous hat, really. 
sadovsky: Would you like me to make you a present of this 
marvellous hat? 
beret: You bet I would! 

sadovsky: Well, here you are. I hope itT bring you luck. It 
looks well on you. 

beret: Thank you Ytry much — ^that’s what I call a real pres- 
ent, What a beautiful felt. It's a dream. . . . \^Calls after 
SADOVSKY.] I’m very touched. 

[the captain comes forward,’] 

THE captain: Excuse me, but that’s a favourite old hat of 
mine. Perhaps you don’t recognize me? Ah, you do? How 
nice. Follow me. [When they are a little distance away,] 
Where did you swipe that hat? 
beret: Kostya! 

THE captain: Tell me where you pinched it or I’ll shove 
. you into the canal. 

beret: Kostya, it’s a present. Kostya, give me back my pres- 
ent! 

THE captain: Who gave it to you? 

beret: Kostya, I could have stolen it twenty times over if 
I’d wanted to but I didn’t. And now I’ve just had it given 
tome . . . Kostya. . • . 

the captain: What arc you crying for, I never said I 
objected to presents, did I? Wear your hat, if you like it 
so much, Kolya. [Puts it on bere'i^s head,] Kolya! Why, 
you look swell! . 
beret: Seriously? 

THE captain: Absolutely, 
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GROMOV: I’d like to speak to you, Yuri Nikolayevich. 
mother: Wili I be in the way? 

GROMOV: NotataU, 
sadovsky: Well? 

GROMOV: There's going to be a big meeting. You’ll have to 
speak at it. I wanted to let you know beforehand. We’ve 
done a great deal of work together — ^you and I — ^and lived 
through a lot. Now a radio message has come through from 
the centre. From this day on, Yuri Nikolayevich, you’ll not 
be considered an inmate of the camp any more. You’ve been 
released before the expiration of your sentence. Besides this, 
I must tell you that you and Botkin have been decorated 
by the government. 

mother: I always said he couldn’t have been mixed up in 
that dirty business. 

GROMOV: I decided to tell you this beforehand because they’ll 
announce it at the meeting and I know we’re all rather on 
edge these days, and we’ve gone tlirough so much. . . . 
[Turns to 

sadovsky: Don’t go! [To his mother,'] Mother, do you mind 
leaving us alone for a little while? 
mother: Why? Surely I can stay and listen now, 
sadovsky: Very well, then. Citizen -Gromov, I tried several 
times to write what I’m going to say to you now, but I 
could never get it down on paper straight. X was cowardly, 
I got into a muddle, I deceived you and myself too. The 
knot must be cut once and for all, I was a real wrecker, I 
committed a crime. 
mother: Yuri what arc you saying? 

298 



ARISTOCRATS Act IV, Scene VI 

sadovsky: And now you tell me Fm to be awarded a decora- 
tion by the government? 

GROMov: Yes. 

mother: Why are you trying to blacken yourself in their 
eyes, Yuri? Comrade Gromov, don’t believe him. He’s gone 
crazy. Why, I’ve seen him break down and cry here, when 
things went wrong with his work. He used to complain that 
people don^t believe him. Night after night he’d. . . . 
sadovsky: Hush, mother, keep quiet, please. 
mother: No, no, I can’t keep quiet about the truth. 
sadovsky: Botkin, come over here a moment, will you? Tell 
them, Botkin, how I suggested to you, here on the canal, 
that you should destroy the plans and models you’d made 
of the wooden structures. 
mother: He’s gone out of his mind! 
sadovsky: Well, Botkin? 

BOTKIN : What does it all matter now, anyhow? 
sadovsky: Didn’t I say you were my enemy? 

BOTKIN : What of it? 
mother: That’s what I say! 

sadovsky: This isn’t just affectation. It’s a burden — sl load 
on my mind that I could never get rid of. If a written 
statement should be necessary, I promise I’ll make a de- 
tailed and exact list of my crimes. 

GROMOV: It won’t be necessary. We knew all this. It would 
have been strange if you had been an enthus^'ast as soon 
as you arrived. Then we probably r^orddn^t have believed 
you. After all, we tried you, sentenced you, put you in a 
prison camp. We’re no believers in miracles. We knew 
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CTcrything all along and I may tell you that this page of 
your life has been turned over long since^ both for you and 
for us. Permit me to congratulate you botli, Comrade Sadov- 
sky and Comrade Botkin, 

mother: Now kiss and make up. Wait a minute though. 
Ask forgiveness for hiding such a thing from your moth- 
er. .. . Go down on your knees and beg my pardon, else 
I’ll give you a downright good thrashing, you rascal! 

GROMOV : Dorokhov! 

THE captain: Here I am! 

GROMOV: I want you to speak at the meeting, so think out a 
speech. Tell them all in a comradely, sensible, earnest way 
how you broke yourself in, where your world began, and 
what kind of a life you’re going to build up for yourself 
without us. You needn’t praise the Chekists; talk about 
life, and the way it breaks people in. Be perfectly calm and 
self-possessed on the platform. Now go and collect your 
thoughts, be alone a while. 

THE captain: I’ve been thinking about this speech for six 
months. It’s ready to come out at a touch, like a tunc from 
a piano. Comrade Gromov — do yoii imagine I’ve nothing 
to tell? I’ll make a speech that even old maids will cry 
over. ... 

GROMOV : But no confessions, mind. 

THE captain: I couldn’t confess if I tried. 

GROMOV: But you understand whatT want? 

THE captain: Absdutelv^ 
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GROMOV : I declare this, our last meeting, open. Constantine 
Constantinovich Dorokhov will speak tirst. 

THE CAPTAIN [w an undertone \ ; No, no, iin not ready yet. 

GROMOV: The speaker isn't ready yet. Hurry up and get 
ready then. Next, please, Sonya Patipova. 

SONYA*. When I was told. . . , When Comrade Gromov 
told me as he might have told a sister that the government 
was sending me a decoration. . . , W'hen he said to me, 
just as if 1 was his sister, that. . . • 

GROMOV: Now, then, a bit bolder, military style. 

SONYA : You must undestand, I . . . for eight years was a 
dope fiend. . , . Fifteen years I went in for stick-ups. . . . 
When I was fourteen Madam Aglaya. . . . 

THE captain: Sonya, you're actuaUy crying! It just shows 
how weak women are! 

SONYA : What are you all looking at me like that for? Can’t 
you see — ^you must understand. . . . I've said everything, 

GROMOV: Constantine Constantinovich Dorokhov will now 
speak. 

THE captain: Do you mind if I wait just a minute more? 

ALYOSHA: May I speak instead? 

GROMOV: Certainly, 

ALYOSHA; 


“A bandit’s life I used to lead, 

A life as black as night; 

To work I thought there was no need, 
I robbed and shot at sight. 
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A life like this was sure to bring 
A sentence on the new canal. 

For me it’s been a second spring, 

I want to live and work and sing. 

The past is but a dreadful dream, 

A thing I must forget. 

Now tears of joy begin to stream — 

Mine aren’t the only tears, I bet.” 

OROMOV: Now you, Dorokhov. 

THE captain: Once upon a time when I was very young, 
I heard a violinist in some concert-hall or other. He was 
a poor little Jew with big white cuffs, and I remember look- 
ing upon him as his parents’ great mistake in life, but when 
that boy’s eyes fixed themselves on his violin, I suddenly 
saw him as clearly as a portrait in the Tretyakov gallery. I 
remember the people sobbing — ^I’m not going to flatter 
the Chekists, but I want to say- — I’ve been given, as it were, 
a violin-bow with which to play on the strings of my heart, 
and I shall tell you. . , . The sun’s very strong, and the 
water dazzles me — ^there’s something gone wrong with 
this speaker, I’m afraid. I must request you to turn your 
heads away for a second, please. Something’s wrong — ex- 
cuse me — [Turns away ani wifes his eycs.^ Everything’s 
fine now, thanks. Let’s try to get upset less, friends, and 
talk openly. 

The rhapsody isn’t finished yet, there are still a few notes 
to be struck, still a few bars out of tune. The Bolsheviks 
know this very well. To go through the conservatory of 
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life is no easy job, especially for folks like us. Sonya, you’re 
not pleased with my speech, I can see. Sonya, I can’t sing 
a Soviet serenade with a cheap tune now. This serenade of 
mine has cost me a great deal. Now I look at Sonya and 
feel I’d like to present her with a bouquet of flowers. Sonya, 
you’re a very attractive woman, you’ve got particularly 
nice eyes. You — oh, excuse me, Sonya’s blushing for the 
first time in fifteen years! Yuri Nikolayevich, my friend, 
what are you looking at, what are you waiting for? Now 
you’re getting red, too? How queer! There was a time 
when you were just a pale-faced WTecker. . . . 
mother: Now, young man, that’ll do! 

THE captain: Mamma, I’m getting as red as a beet myself. 
Once you sent your son a package in the mail and I ate 
all the smoked sausage in it. You’d never have expected 
that, would you? You’d never have expected that -the des- 
tiny of your remarkable son would be mixed up witli that 
of a notorious crook. And I never expected that my des- 
tiny would be interwoven with the life of the famous Chek- 
ist, Comrade Gromov. And Comrade Gromov never ex- 
pected that his fate would be interwoven with thousands 
of people who have built the White Sea-Baltic Canal. 

[They all stand uf and afflaud Gromov. 1 
GROMOV: Yes, comrades, it’s true, our destinies have become 
intermingled and in this intermingling of thousands of 
lives there is much that is touching, much of the highest 
and best in humanity. Why will the White Sea Canal be 
famous? Because here the forces that have drawn people 
like Sadovsky and Dorokhov to participate in socialist work, 
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are operating with unheard-of daring, with true Bolshevik 
austerity, and on the broad scale Comrade Stalin has taught 
us. These people, once rejected by society, outcasts, lost, 
and even enemies, are today recognized and highly valued 
by their country. Perhaps no one can understand this quite 
so well and feel so deeply about it as we do, who have trod- 
den the glorious path of the White Sea Canal. For all of 
you with whom I have quarrelled and worked and won 
through to victory and united in firm friendship, for all of 
you I have the warmest regard and I shake your hands now 
one and all! 

THE captain: Quiet, comrades! The first steamer is passing 
through, from the Baltic to the VV'hite Sea. And its name, 
for posterity to know is ^^The Chekist.” Only let’s not 
shout ‘‘hurrah.” Instead, lets just listen to the water singing 
in the locks! 


CURTAIN 
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A PLAY IN FOUR ACTS 


IVAN KOCHERGA 


Translated from the Russian by 
ANTHONY WIXLEY 


(^Performed in the Soviet Union under the title of 
^‘Watchmaker and the Hen^') 



CHARACTERS 


LIDA 

DOCTOR KARFUNKEL 
TARATUTA 

ENGINE-DRIVER CHEREVKO 
OLYA, his wife 
LUNDISHEV 
SOPHIA PETROVNA 
THE COLONEL 
AN OFFICER 
A LIEUTENANT 

THE COMMISSAR of the armoured train 
THE SECRETARY of the Partj' Nucleus 
BANDMASTER HENN 
A COMRADE from the Revolutionary 
Committee 
A LITTLE GIRL 
A PORTER 

Whet of workers on the ridway stathny regtdar riMway 
emfloyeesy fassengerSy Red Army meuy employees from the 
State farmy frofiteers with sacks of frovisionsy countrywomen 
with henSy etc. 



ACT ONE 


The waiting room of a mall railway 
station in igi2. It is lighted by two 
windows^ and the furniture consists of 
chairSy a smooth ash table and a clock. On 
the left is a door with ^^ladies^ room^^ 
written over ity on the right the entrance. 
It is a summer evening. The greenish 
lights of the station sJnne outside the win’* 
dows, DR, KARFUNKEL is sitting with his 
feet on the bench. Ashe drinks his tea^ he 
takes a number of watches of different 
kk^ids out of their cases and futs them 
away again. He is a thin^ dry’*looking 
gentleman^ of uncertain agCy very smart- 
ly dressed. His right cheek is bound uf 
in a bright red silk hander chief . The 
noises feculiar to railway stations come 
in through the windows. Lights flashy 
and the whistles of the engines echo. 


J 

[yurkevich, a young man of about twenty-^fivey comes in 
followed by a farter carrying a small trunky carefully facked 
in sail cloth and tied with rofe. This article he sets down on 
the floor.] 
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vurkevich: Second-class to Moscow. 

porter: The booking offices aren't open yet. You're going 
to check your luggage, then? 

yurkevich: No. I’m taking this trunk with me. Now see 
that you're at hand as soon as the train comes in. Eighteen 
minutes to eight. Will it be in soon, do you know? 

porter: They haven’t rung up yet. I expect it’ll be here soon. 
In half an hour, if it isn’t late. [Goes out without closing 
the door*^ 

KARFUNKEL [in an irritated tone '\ : Donnerwetter! If 
you wiU be so good as to shut the door. It blows — ol 
draught. 

yuRKEViCH : Oh, well — a breath of fresh air is needed in here. 

KARFUNKEL: Air, air! Salhaderei! Such stupid talk! To air 
and fools doors are always open. Shut the door, I have a 
cold, do you hear? 

YURKEVICH [good'^naturedlyl : God help you — ^it’s such 
a warm evening. 

KARFUNKEL: Warm indeed! I tell you I am sick. Ich habe 

Xahnschmerzen. I have toothache very bad. O-o-o ^this 

horrible pain. This horrible country! This horrible cold! 
Everlasting colds, everlasting toothache. O-o-h! 

YURKEVICH: Oh, I’m sorry. [Shuts the door hastily. '\ I can 
feel for you. Yes, I can quite understand you. Sir — 
haven’t the honour of knowing your — er — name. [Fumbles 
for something in his bag.’l 

KARFUNKEL [bowing sideways to hint] : Karfunkel, Geheim^ 
rat^ and Doctor of Science. 

Geheimrat'. Privy Councillor, 
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YURKEVICH [with a bow'\ : Delighted. My name’s Yurke- 
vich, I’m a high-school teacher, and incidentally a writer 
in a modest way. So you’re a Gehaimrat? That’s a very high 
position ! 

karfunkel: Yes, yes, a Geheimrat, But it’s not the title that 
matters — it’s the essentials. My speciality is watches j I’m a 
master of time. 

YURKEVICH: Oh, so you’re a watchmaker? I thought. . , . 
karfunkel: Salbaderei! What nonsense. A watchmaker re- 
pairs watches for fools who don’t know what time is. But 
I am a Meister der Xeiu I study time and it’s springs. 
YURKEVICH [aside] : Must be a bit of a freak. 
karfunkel: A watchmaker, indeed! A watchmaker. . . . 

Ach! Ach! [^Puts his hand to his cheek.] 

YURKEVICH: It"s Still aching, is it? I used to be tormented with 
toothaches myself at one time, do you know? The slightest 
draught and I would be in agony. And do you know what 
gave me relief? Some drops I was given. I was at a friend’s 
house in the country, and there was an old doctor there 
who gave me some medicine. One drop was sufficient: it 
stopped the pain as if by magic. Just fancy! Its one of those 
old-fashioned remedies, belladonna, or oil of cloves or 
opium, or something. I forget which, but anyhow it gave 
me instant relief. Astonishing, really. I never travel without 
those drops, although I’ve never had toothache since. 
KARFUNKEL [jumfing uf and howingy with his hands to his 
cheek] : Oh, my dear sir, mein Vieber Kerry Yuri — Yuri — 
Kevich! What luck I am in! You wouldn’t refuse me a 
drop of this valuable medicine, I’m sure. Believe me, my 
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gratitude. ... Just one drop. 0-o-oh! The agony 
of it! 

YURKEVICH \_a little confused} : Oh, of course. With pleasure, 
[Rummaging feverishly in his hag.} But — er- — ^how vexing, 
the medicine Isn^t in my bag. I must have put it in the 
trunk, now I remember — ^in a little casket. 

karfunkel: In a cats-ket? Splendid! May I beg you, my 
dear friend, to get it for me? Just one drop. 

YURKEVICH [with rising irritation} : What ! Search for that 
medicine in my trunk? Why, the casket’s at the very 
bottom of the trunk and you can see yourself how that’s 
packed. . . . There’s no use even thinking about such 
a thing. 

karfunkel: Oh, but I beg you, noble young man. . . . 
Oh-o«oh, my good man! 

YURKEVICH [thoroughly annoyed}: But I’m just leaving, 
you must understand. It would take at least half an hour 
to undo this trunk. Not to mention packing it and fastening 
it up again. And you heard them say the train would be 
here in half an hour. Suppose I missed that train? Oh, 
I can’t bear to think of it! 

karfunkel: O-ooh! But the agony I’m in! Dearest sir, 
mein susser Herry if you only knew how frightful my pain is 
— ^I pray you! O-o-oh! 

YURKEVICH: But can’t you see it’s impossible? Heavens, to 
undo this trunk now! I’d miss the train. And if I miss this 
train. I’ll have to say goodbye to the dream of my life. 
The last train for Moscow goes in twenty minutes. Then 
there’s an express at eleven o’clock, but it doesn’t stop here. 
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karfunkel: Just one drop, though. 0-oo-ohf 
yurkevich: But you must understand, it’s the last train to 
Moscow. And if I’m not in Moscow tomorrow morning, 
I won’t get to Paris. Paris, that I’ve been dreaming about 
so long. 

karfunkel: Paris? Are you going to Paris? 
yurkevich: Yes, I’m going on an excursion with a party 
to see the Exhibition. The excursion is leaving Moscow to- 
morrow at 12 o’clock. I’ve bought my ticket and if I don’t 
get there in time all my money and my hopes will be 
gone. . • . To go abroad, to Paris, to tlie Exhibition — 
where would I get another chance? If you’d lived in a hole 
like this for ten years, you would imderstand what this 
dream means to me. It may change 'my whole destiny. I 
write. Perhaps, in Paris — oh well, what’s the use of 
talking! 

karfunkel: Oo-oh! l_Sits down at the tahle?[ Such stupid 
SaLbaderei! You simply do not wish to help me. Twenty 
times one could untie and tic up twenty such trunks as 
these. . . . Oh! Oh, what agony! [Moans softly.'] 
[yurkevich faces uf and down the room in agitation^] 
KARFUNKEL [with a Sudden yelly bending down to look for 
something on the floor ] : Ach! Donnerwetter! Stop, stop, 
he’s just by you. ... He piled away. 

YURKEVICH [steffing gingerly aside]*. Who rolled away? 
Who? Where? 

KARFUNKEL [crawling over the floor] : Do not step this way, 
please. Do not put down the feet on the floor, I say- — one 
two, three. . . . 
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VUKKEVICH [stoofs down to help in the search^ ; But what is 
it you've lost? 

KARFUNKEL \showing him a tiny gold hox'\ : I have spilled 
. — 2, dozen — a whole dozen — of such pills , . . pellets. 
Exactly a dozen, please help me to found tlaem — find them. 
[They both stoof down and search the floor.] Careful, do 
not step on them with the feet. Two . . . three . , . 
zwei . . , drei, . . . 

yurkevich: Fve foiund one, two — and tliere^s another. 
Here you are. 

karfunkel; Thank you. [They go on searching.] Biite 
nochl Three, four. Danke sehr! Much obliged. Please, 
some more. Aha, nock eine. 

yurkevich’ [searching diligently] : Have you got them all 
■ ■ now? ... 

karfunkel: No, there must be two more. Aha — here is one. 
One more, please, one more. Filnfy sechsy one more still. 
yurke^ch I can’t see any more anywhere, 
karfunkel: Perhaps it has rolled under the trunk. Look 
with your eyes. 

YURKEVICH [pushing the trunk aside] : No, it isn^t here. 
karfunkel: No? XVhat a very unpleasant accident. Per- 
haps, then, you should look under the threshold? 
yurkevich: Oh, never mind. Plow many are missing? 
karfunkel: One. 

yurkevich: One? It’s not worth while bothering about 
one. It will be dirty now, and not fit for anything, 
karfunkel: Yes, but it myst not be thrown away so. It 
must not. 
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yuRKEViCH: Must not? Why? 

karfunkel: It is poison. A very strong poison — Karfun- 
kelin, 

YURKEVICH \hlowmg the dust from his fingers y and getting 
out his handkerchief^ : Poison? 
karfunkel: Yes, a very strong poison — ^alkaloid. I obtained 
it from one flower. [Continues his search.~\ If a man 
should swallow but one pellet — he will die in four seconds 
like one fly, *!vie eine Fliege. Of the paralysis, the stroke — 
not one doctor will know of what. De profundis e finita la 
comedia. I cannot throw such a thing away. [Looks under 
the chairs 

YURKEVICH: There’s nothing to be seen anjwhere. [Wipes 
his hands with his handkerchief .1 
KARFUNKEL [putting the little box back in his pocket with a 
.'dissatisfied air’ll 0-o-oK^ Again. [Clutches his cheek.l 
This cursed pain again. [D^rops into ah armchair y writhing 
with pdin.l O-o-oh! What torments T go through. No, this, 
this IS. . . . [Jumps up suddenly. I I beg and pray you, 
Mr. Teacher, get the medicine for me, mdn Ueher Meis~ 
ter! 


2 

[Station^bell rings.] 

PORTER [coming in quickly with a railway ticket in has 
hand] : Here’s your ticket, Sir. Eleven rubles seventy-five 
kopeks. 

YURKEVICH [fussily]: Eh? Wliat? Is that my ticket? Oh, 
' yes. There’s the bell, can you hear? 
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porter: YcS) the Kiev train is coming; it’s just left the 
last station. \Picks uf someone^ s luggage from the floor.'] 
yurkevich: Well, take these things out on the platform, 
quick! his trunk.] Quick! 

Porter: Why, there’s no hurrj\ Plenty of time. It won’t 
be here for another twenty-four minutes yet. I’ll come for 
them, don’t worry. [Goes away.] 
yurkevich: Here, wait a minute! Porter! [Rushes after 
the man to the ioorf] 

KARFUNKEL [catcKing him hy the arm ] : Ask whatever you 
wish of me, but give me just one drop of the medicine. 
YURKEVICH [losing control of himself] : You must be joking, 
surely? Didn’t you hear them say the train would be 
here in twenty-four minutes? Didn’t you hear? Don’t you 
know that this journey means everything to me? I told 
you I daren’t miss this train. It’s the last train to Moscow. 
karfunkel: Just one little drop — O-o-h! 

YURKEVICH [indignantly]^ It would take twenty minutes 
- at the very least to unpack this trunk. It would throw me 
into three sweats to pack it again, and you want me to 
accomplish all this for you in twenty-four minutes. Think 
of it! Twenty-four minutes! [Clutches Im heady flings of 
his coat and mofs his brovj with his handkerchief.] It’s 
preposterous! You’re trying to impose on me because I’m 
an educated, refined person. 

KARFUNKEL [who wos about to move back to the table^ hold'- 
ing his cheek with his handy now turns ^roundy forgetting his 
toothache in his indignation] : Imposing on an educated, 
refined person. Das ist ubermSssigl That is too muchl Oh, 
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but I would like very much if only you would be properly 
imposed upon, you and the rest of the Russian intelligentsia, 
and made to work at last. Yes, to work and not simply to 
dream of a better life without raising a finger to win it. 

yurkevich: That’s not true. It’s no fault of ours; we aren’t 
allowed to work. Where could we work, anyhow? In the 
local government, or in the Duma? 

karfunkel: You aren’t allowed? What nonsense! It’s your 
own fault, because you’re lazy and idle, you Russian in- 
telligentsia. You are capable of waiting ten years where a 
few minutes would be sufficient. Just now you grudge 
twenty-four minutes to a sick man, twenty-four minutes 
of perfectly useless time. You have said that twenty-four 
minutes was not enough for you to undo a rotten little 
trunk and tie it up again* But do you know what time really 
is? I have studied the problem of time and I understand 
something of life. Have you ever heard of the law of con- 
densed time, time full to the brim like a glass of water? 

YURKEVICH [clutching his head agam \ : The law of con- 
densed time. • . , How can time be either condensed or 
expanded? 

karfunkel: You do not even know that? You’ve been 
dreaming for years of a trifle like going abroad ; it seemed 
a great event to you. But do you know how many events 
can be crowded into one half hour. You don’t know? No, 
of course not, you spend whole years waiting for a single 
event. You receive, let us say, a letter, or sleep with some 
one else’s wife and you have thought it is a great event, 
it will be enough for four years. 
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yurkevich: This is a madhouse! going. IVe no time 
to listen to your balderdash. 

karfunkel: You have no time? Is it possible? [Pulls out a 
watch jrom his focket and winds it uf^ tvhereufon the 
watch he^ns to stnke melodiously And what about the 
twenty-four minutes you grudged me? Take care, or 
else perhaps some of the events you are trying so hard to 
hide from may intrude on your twenty-four minutes. Ypu 
don’t know yet how many things can happen in twenty-four 
minutes. In that time one may find happiness, one may lose 
happiness, one may meet the love of one’s life. Yes, yes — 
and one may even die, or cause someone else to die — all in 
the same twenty-four minutes. That’s not quite the same 
thing as opening a trunk. Ha-ha-ha! Well, we’ll see if 
you’ll succeed in keeping your tv^enty-four minutes for 
yourself, since you grudged them to me. [Goes out^ laugh-- 
mg softly to hii7iselfJ\ • 

YURKEVICH [drofs down thunderstruck into a chatr'\ : Find 
happiness? Lose 'happiness? Meet the love of one’s life? 

■' .... Kill someone? [lump up^ Devil take it! This is 
like a nightmare! I’d better go out on the platform and 
wait. [Puts on his coat and with a great effort drags his 
trunk to the door,'\ Let me get out into the fresh air, 
quick! 


3 ■ 

[The door opens and^ sophia Petrovna comes in. She is a 
dark woman of about thirty ^ dressed in black cloak and a 
which she now throws back whh an impatient gesture 
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VURKE VICH \recotlmg in jright\ : Sophia Petrovna ! Can it be ? 

SOPHIA PETROVNA \trymg to control her rage^ : You didn’t 
expect to see me, did you? 

yurkevich: I . . . I’m awfully glad. ... I didn’t know 
you’d come back from the country^ , . . How are you, my 
dear? 

SOPHIA PEi'ROVNA {ignoring his hand"] : No, you didn’t 
know. You thought I was safe in -the country and wouldn’t 
be likely to hear anything, and you would have plenty 
of time to get away quietly? Yes, to go away with 
that sweetheart of yours, Manissya, or whatever she’s 
called. 

yurkevich: Good Heavens, what are you talking about? 
What Marussya? I’m travelling quite alone, 

SOPHIA PETROVNA: And I found out, unluckily for you. But 
never mind, even if you don’t love me any more, even if 
you never really loved me, I’m ready to forgive you — ^yes, 
ready and willing. But have you thought of the blow to 
my pride, have you thought of the terrible. . . . 

YURKEVICH : I assure you, dear Sophia Petrovna — Sonya. . . . 

SOPHIA PETROVNA: Can you even remotely imagine what 
I’ve lived through? The whole town was talking about 
you, everybody, except me, knew you were going away. I 
was the only one you didn’t tell! [Wringing her hands 
Oh, the shame of it! 

YURKEVICH [desferately'l : But I’m really going to the Paris 
Exhibition — surely it’s no crime! This is a regular nightmare 
— ^it’s worse than a toothache. 

SOPHIA PETROVNA: And this Marussya of yours, the woman 
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who’s going with you — is she part of the nightmare, too? 
Is she like a toothache, too? 

vurkevich: I swear by all the saints. • . . 

SOPHIA PETROVNA: Don’t lie! Maria Ivanovna told me 
down andj burying her face in her handkerchiefs bursts into 
tears'\ . . .everything! Go away! 

YURKEVICH : But it isn’t true. Sonya, do calm down, please, 
Sonya! Good Lord, it would have. been better to have 
undone three trunks, four trunks, even twenty — ^than 
this. 

SOPHIA PETROVNA \nsing\\ To Tun away — secretly, from 
me, from the woman who gave you all a woman has to 
give! 

yurkevich: Sonya! Please! {^Glancing ^rouni.l What a 
scene, and the train will be here any minute! 

SOPHIA PETROVNA: 1 gave you my love, iny whole soul, my 
honour, and now, when everyone is talking scandal about 
me. . . • What? Someone coming? \Pulls down her veiLI 
To run away with another girl! 

YURKEVICH \in desfair] : But — my God! It’s not true! I’m 
quite alone — can’t you believe me? 

SOPHIA Petrovna: There are people coming. Well, you can 
go. Goodbye. I don’t care whether you’re running away 
alone or with someone. It’s all the same to me now. When 
I came in and saw how terrified you were, I felt disgusted. 
I’d meant, if I found you together. . . . [She takes out a 
small revolver from her bag'] I . . .thought . . . I . .. . 
[yurkevich .recoils .in horror.] Goodby — for ev^r! 

[Rum outs bumfing into count lundishev who is just 
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hurrying in* YURKEVICH sinks down^ quite overcome^ on 
his trmik.'\ 


4 

urkevich: Well, after a scene like that, a toothache would 
seem a pleasure. 

-UNDISHEV [/z lively old man in a smart coat' and a very flat 
caf \ : Devil take her! She nearly knocked me off my feet. 
A regular hurricane — ^not like a woman! 

’’URKEVICH \sitting on his trunk — weak and numb^ : A 
hurricane. A toothache! — One and the same agony! 

.UNDisHEV [noticing yurkevich]: Oh, thank goodness, 
youVe still here. I beg your pardon, Mr. Yurkevich, I 
believe? 

''URKEVICH [rising]: Yes, my name is Yurkevich — at your 
service. 

.UNDiSHEv: Delighted, delighted. I^m Lundishev — Count 
Lundishev . . . er . . . have been hoping for an oppor- 
tunity, an admirer of yours in a way — ^heard you lecture 
at our club last winter, you spoke on mystical anarchism — 
or was it anarchistic mysticism, I forget which. Very nice, 
very nice, indeed. But that’s not what I wanted to say. 
I came here in a terrible hurry — ^thank goodness, you 
haven’t gone yet though! [Stop out of breath.] 

ruRKEViCH: You wanted to see me? 

:.UNDISHEV [sitting down]: Do you smoke? Well now — 
I’ve rushed here twenty versts from the country to see 
you. The point is this: Andrei Ivanovich, the headmaster 
of your high-school, dined with me yesterday and he hap- 
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pened to mention in the course of conversation that you 
were going to the Paris Exhibition. That gave me an 
idea. “When?’’ I asked him. “Why, tomorrow,” said 
he, “if he hasn’t gone already.” So upon that I got 
into my carriage and drove to the station as fast as I 
could, 

yuRKEViCH : Is there some commission you want me to do for 
you? 

LUNDISHEV: Yes, yes, that’s it, that’s it exactly. I want to en- 
trust you, if I may, with a small but very interesting com- 
mission. I shall be eternally grateful to you if you would do it, 

YURKEVICH : I’ll do it with pleasure. 

LUNDISHEV : If you wouldn’t mind, my dear fellow, bring- 
ing me Princess Bulbul-el-Ghazar from Paris. 

YURKEVICH; Pr — ^Pr — Princess Bulbul? [His eyes bulge 
with astonishment 

LUNDISHEV [laughing'] : Ha-ha-ha! Don’t be alarmed — ^it 
won’t be very dij95cult. This princess is nothing more than 
a charming— a — 2 , — an enchanting — 2 , — z. — a~rfascinajting 
= — z most wonderful hen. A hen — ^you understand? 

YURKEVICH; A hen? 

LUNDISHEV: Why, yes — a hen. I must tell you that I’m 
a passionate poultry-breeder. My estate, Lundishevka, is 
a veritable poultry town — ^it’s something indescribable. 
There’s the garden, you know, wire-netting, hen-houses, 
water and all the breeds of hens there are: Malays, Yoko- 
hamas, Brahmas, Cochin-Chinas, bantams, Plymouth- 
Rocks, Langshans, yellow, red, blue, white, tiny and huge 
ones — in a word, a poultryland. And what roosters! Oh, if 
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you could only see my Due de Guise! Entirely black, as if 
dressed in black velvet, and such a splendid carriage — ^why, 
your Chaliapin is nothing to him, he could go on the stage 
any time. 

yurkevich: Amazing, really. 

LUNDISHEV: Yes, isn’t it? And as to our princess. You’ll 
understand, naturally, with what interest I follow the ex- 
hibitions and the news in magazines on poultry-raising, 
and so on. I used to send specimens to the exhibitions, 
I’ve got quite a lot of medals, diplomas and that sort of 
thing. Well, just about a week ago I got the latest 
magazine from Paris and what do you think? I discovered 
that among other marvels, a most wonderful and fascinat- 
ing hen was to be exhibited. It’s an Indian species — the 
Princess Bulbul-el-Ghazar, extremely rare, the only 
specimen in Europe; neither Rothschild nor Lord Durley 
have anything like it. Can you imagine how excited I 
was when I read this? 

yurkevich: But what is there so remarkable about it? For- 
give me, I’m an awful ignoramus, you know, about these 
things. 

LUNDISHEV: What is there so remarkable about it? It’s a 
bird of an Indian species, from Indore, not very well known 
even in India, but what a beauty! What a chest, what 
legs, what a head! And her feathers — z. deep golden 
colour. She’s a perfect poem! 

YURKEVICH \laughing \ : Oh, of course, if it’s a poem. . . . 

LUNDISHEV: And her name! Princess Bulbul-el-Ghazar, you 
know, out of the Arabian Nights- Well, as soon as I’d 
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read about this charmer, I sent a telegram to say I’d buy 
her, and another to my brother, Count Ivan, 'who’s in 
Paris to tell him to pay for the bird. But just imagine 
my vexation when I found that my brother, Count Ivan, 
had left for Biarritz. I was in despair. How could I send 
the money when I did not know to whom I was to send 
it? You see? Then, quite unexpectedly, I heard that you 
were going there. Now, if you want to save me, my friend, 
take the money to Paris for me and bring back the 
bird. . . , 

VURKEVICH {hedtatmg'\: I don’t know what to say — 
really. , . . 

LUNDISHEV \_froducing a letUr\\ It’s a pretty big sum, I 
must tell you — ^fifty thousand francs, that’s eighteen thous- 
and five hundred rubles in our money. Then, allowing for 
the box, the journey, and one thing and another — that’ll 
make it about nineteen thousand rubles, let’s say twenty 
thousand, perhaps, including the duty you’ll have to pay 
and so on. Twenty thousand rubles altogether. 

yurkevich: Twenty thousand rubles for a hen? For a 
mere hen? 

LUNDiSHEv; For a hen, of course, and not for an elephant. 
I can’t see why you should be so surprised, either. Do 
you know that in order to catch the Princess Bulbul and 
bring her to Europe, an expedition had to be fitted out. 
It had to travel to the south of Indore, cross the Satpura 
Range, sail the River Chambal, penetrate the jungle, go 
through hair-raising experiences, escaping from tigers and 
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so on and so forth. I can tell you, the story reads like 
something out of the Thousand and One Nights. 

yuRKEViCH; YeSj yes, of course. You must excuse my ignor- 
ance. Still, twenty thousand rubles for a single hen! 

LUNDISHEV: For a single hen? Why not? But I would like 
you to tell me whether you agree to do it or not? 

YURKEVICH: Well, you see, I was going on a holiday, just 
to amuse myself, and now I’ll have to hurry back with 
this hen. . . .You can see yourself. . . . 

LUNDISHEV : Nonsense, it’s a mere nothing. It’ll only take 
a week and then you’ll be able to afford to go back to 
Paris again, and stay as long as you like. You’re a young 
man, I know you can’t have too much spare cash, so I’m 
offering you three thousand for expenses and commission. 
Do you agree? 

YURKEVICH: Three thousand rubles? It seems a fortune 
to me! 

LUNDISHEV [laughingl : So you see — ^then give me your hand 
on it. I’m greatly obliged to you, my dear fellow. Well, 
here’s the envelope, there are exactly twenty-three thous- 
and rubles in it. The address and everything are inside. 
\_Hands him an envelofe.l I’m very pleased, very pleased, 
indeed. [Shakes hands with himS\ 

YURKEVICH: No, really, I couldn’t. It’s really like some- 
thing out of the Arabian Nights. 

LUNDISHEV: Princess Bulbul-el-Ghazar. Ha-ha-ha! Never 
mind, don’t be nervous. The main thing is: bring me my 
phoenix at all costs — ^you know that according to the fable 
anyone who does this is always rewarded. Well, adieu, and 
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good luck! Oh, yes, I nearly forgot; you, my friend, are, 
of course, quite ignorant about poultry. So I’ve left you 
a few simple instructions in here. Do, please, take care 
of the bird and see that she doesn’t get sick on the way, 
for God’s sake. 

yuRKEViCH: Oh, of course. I shall take the greatest care. 

LUNDISHEV; The most important thing of all is her dwell- 
ing. The cage must be cleaned out at least twice a day. 
Then it must be sprinkled with sand and pine-needles and 
ash. Then there’s her diet. Give her plenty of vegetables, 
lettuce, cauliflower, and an occasional cutlet; best of all, 
let her peck a bit of wheat now and again. This is how 
you ought to arrange it, my dear fellow: give her a cutlet 
and some buckwheat porridge and a little lettuce salad for 
her dinner. For breakfast and supper let her peck at wheat 
or millet. She should have either water or milk to drink. 
Yes, and you should give her a little lime and some crushed 
eggshells. But the main thing, mon cher^ is to beware 
of draughts. Reserve a first-class carriage for her. 

VURKEVich: Oh, of course, don’t worry about that. I shall 
do everything you wish. 

LUNDISHEV: Well, adkcu for the present. Au revoir! I have 
to see the station-master for a minute, but I’ll run in to 
see you again before I go. Oh yes, and see that this re- 
mains a secret between us, otherwise, you know, people 
will begin to gasp and groan like you did: “What, twenty 
thousand for a mere hen? How sinful!” I haven’t even 
told my wife. Better keep it dark. \^Goes toward the door?[ 
Bonne chance! 
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yuRKEVicH: Good luck! 

LUNDISHEV \rHurnhig’\ : Oh, yes, I was nearly forgetting — 
about fleas. I’m asking you this as a special favour: do 
search her well for fleas, my dear fellow, in case she should 
get any of those vile insects on herself. But the main 
thing is to avoid draughts. If she should get diarrhea, 
give her a little red wine. Now I must go! [He shakes 
hands with YURKEVICH. At that moment the door ofens 
softly and sophia petrovna feefs in in time to catch the 
folio IV in g wordsJ] Take care of her, mon cherj take care 
of my princess, my treasure, my precious, I’m entrusting 
my red-haired beauty to your tender care. 

SOPHIA PETROVNA [to herself]: Ah, so that’s how it is? 
There’s a princess in it! And she’s red-haired! I knew it! 

YURKEVICH: Oh, I’ll take as much care of her as if she were 
the apple of my eye, you can be sure. 

LUNDISHEV : Mind you reserve a separate first-class carriage. 
... If she wants a bath, let her have one, and you might 
rub down her chest and legs from time to time. 

SOPHIA PETROVNA [as before]:'Oh\ shameless! Absolutely 
lost to all sense of decency! 

LUNDISHEV: Yes, and don’t forget to search her for fleas 
from time to time. 

SOPHIA PETROVNA : Really, this is too much! You 

wait, you scoundrel! [Disafpears*] 

5 

LUNDISHEV: Well, I’m going. Adieu. [Disappears.] 

YURKEVICH [alone] : What luck! What extraordinary, 
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miraculous luck! Three thousand rubles, freedom, joy, 
life! Why, I can send that cursed high-school to the devil, 
travel for a couple of years, go to Italy, and get my book 
published. God, what luck! And it has all come about 
through this dear little hen of a Princess Bulbul! {The long 
ir awn-out whistle of the engine is heard at a distanced] How 
wonderful to be without a care in the world and listen to 
the distant whistle of the engine calling — calling — A quiet 
evening, a soft couch, the sunset glow fading outside the 
carriage-window, glimpses of twilight, blue fields, golden 
sparks flying out from the engine into the dusk, the scented 
smoke of birch-logs rising, the engine rushing onward with 
a shriek wakes the echoes, the clack-clack of the wheels — 
sending a thrill through the heart. And ahead — 2l magic 
world of glittering lights. Paris! Palaces, elegant 
carriages, women, a rainbow-hued holiday of art. And 
after that Italy, Venice, quiet canals, mysterious black gon- 
dolas . , . the blue sea. No, this must be a fairy-tale, a 
dream. Quick, let me get away before I awake. {Seixes 
the trunk and drags it towards the door* At that moment 
a sharf ring can he heard and a glimpe of a lighted train 
as it fuffs and rattles fast* The door of the waiting-room 
ofens and two or three fassengers with bundles and valises 
enter. Then another rushes in^ crying.^ ‘^Come along 
quick — ^it*s on another line, I’ve been looking for you every- 
where!” {Vfon which they all rush out* Two ladies 
enter y followed by a forter carrying a mountain of baggage. 
The ladies fass on into the Ladies^ Room*"] 

THE PORTED [in fassing^v One moment, sir, and IH take 
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your things. Don’t worry, yours is a little late. [Goes out, 
LIDA enters. She is a very young and. fretty girl with red^ 
gold hair. She goes over to the table a7id begins to tidy 
her hair before the glasSy after that she moves away in 
the direction of the Ladie^ Room. YURKEVICH hastens up 
to her,^ 

yurkevich: Do my eyes deceive me or — ^is it Lida? Lydia 
Pavlovna ! 

LIDA [turning]: Ah! Alexei Semyonovich! 

YURKEVICH [taking both her hands in his] : Good Heavens! 
it’s you — ^you. . . . [Kisses her hands.] You here? What 
brought you here, Lida? . . . 

LIDA; Fancy you remembering me! 

yurkevich: You’re surprised at my boldness, at my ten- 
derness. Yes — ^when you come to think of it — how very 
little I actually knew you, [Re takes hold of her hands 
again and makes her sit down.] Do you remember that 
time in Kursk? To think that I knew you for only four 
months, even less — of my life, and that it was so long 
ago. It’s two whole years since I’ve seen you, I remember 
every minute, every single minute that I spent near you, 
so near and yet so far from you. . , . 

lida; You — you, yourself didn’t want. . . . 

yurkevich: And when I was transferred from Kursk and 
I had to say goodbye to your people, there was so much 
I wanted to say to you. . . .You held out your hands 
to ine and turned your head aside and I went away for 
ever. Ai^d then we started to write to each other and a 
belated tenderness flared up between u$ like an uncon- 
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trollable flame. And afterwards the letters ceased, 

LIda: I was in St. Petersburg ... at college. [The station- 
bell rings for the third time; the trains which has been 
standing by the windows y moves <?«/.] 
yurkevich: If you only knew how often IVe dreamed of 
meeting you — and now, to see you today. . . . But tell 
me, why can’t one read anything in your eyes? Can it be 
possible that you didn’t know then how madly in love I 
was with you? You must have known, 

LIDA: Still, you went away — for ever. 
yurkevich: Yes, I went away, but what of it? Why didn’t 
you tell me, then, to stay. 

LIDA: Ah, Alexei Semyonovich, what’s past and gone can’t 
be brought back again! I’m different now. These years 
in St. Petersburg, and the courses I’ve taken there have 
taught me a great deal, and opened my eyes to things I’ve 
never noticed before. 

yurkevich: How do you happen to be here? You know, this 
is my home town. 
lida: My people are living here. 

yurkevich: Oh, yes, of course, I remember. But they’re 
somewhere out in the country, aren’t they? 
lida: Yes, at Polynovka, ten versts from here. 
yurkevich: Why are you alone? 

lida: I’m not alone — Mamma and Katya arc there. Are 
you going away? 

yurkevich: Yes, what a nuisance! I’ve been dreaming for 
two years of meeting you and now, just when my wish 
is gratified, I have to leave in ten minutes for a far country. 
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LIDA [sadly'\ \ You’ll find other pleasures there, better than 
this. 

yuRKEViCH [frojoundly TnoveA]*. Other pleasures! Lida, 
Lida — ^five minutes ago, before you came in, I was in a 
state of wild delight. Fortune had smiled on me, a rich 
gentleman offered me three thousand rubles for doing a 
trifling little commission. Three thousand rubles just for 
going to Paris and bringing him — er — something he 
wanted. You remember how I always dreamed of going 
abroad — ^this three thousand rubles seemed straight fron? 
heaven! But now, Lida, now since I’ve met you again, 
it all fades into insignificance. You’ll be staying a 
long time, I suppose? I’ll see you when I come back, 
won’t I? 

LIDA: Oh yes, I’ll be here a long time. I’m getting married, 

yuRKEvicH [rising'l : What? Getting married? My God, 
when? To whom? Lida! 

lida: To a local government official from Polynovka. I got 
to know him in St. Petersburg. Kotelnikov is his name. 

YURKEVICH: Kotelnikov? Are you going to marry that 
agitator? Can it be that you love him? 

lida: We are linked not by love, but by our convictions. I told 
you St, Petersburg had taught me a great deal. I learnt, 
above all things, to respect those who fight for the truth. 

YURKEVICH: Oh, well, of course, I can’t hope to compare 
myself with a fighter for truth. Why, he’s probably suf- 
fered persecution, been in exile, in prison. I haven’t foi> 
gotten how you were always dreaming of rcvolutioja atuJ 
alj that sort of thing. 
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LIDA \_about to go'll You must excuse me, Alexei Semyono- 
vich, I have to go now. Goodbye ! 
ytjRKEViCH: No, no. It must all be a bad dream. When is your 
wedding? 

lida: On Wednesday. 

yurkevich: What, this Wednesday? In five days? 
lida: Yes, it can’t be postponed any longer because the fast 
of St. Peter and St. Paul begins soon. 
yurkevich: But this is preposterous! Here am I going 
abroad in five minutes — ^and you going to be married in 
five days. And this after two years of absence, two years 
filled with dreams of you! You speak so casually about it. 
You respect him, you say. But what about love? What 
about love, Lida? Haven’t you ever heard of it? Is there 
nothing about it in your newspapers? 
lida [rising from her seat and sneaking under stress of 
emotion] : Love, love? That’s too much of a luxury, Alexei 
Semyonovich. Thousands of people haven’t even bread, let 
alone love. 

yurkevich: But still they love. You ought to be ashamed 
to deny love, you, who are so young and beautiful! Can it 
be that you never have loved anyone — not even then — ^in 
Kursk? 

lida; Why do you say such things, Alexei Semyonovich? If 
you didn’t see it yourself, how could I speak. What’s the 
use of going over all that now? I’m heartless, am I not? 
I can only be silent, I can’t express my emotions so poet- 
ically, so musically, as you* And if you didn’t guess then. 
. . . [She sighs and turns away.] 
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YURKEVICH [exdfedly^*. Oh, Lida, it can’t be! It’s impos- 
sible. Lida, my Lida! [Seizes her hands,’] Did you really 
love me? Do you still love me? No, no, that would be 
too much to hope for. . . . Lida, my Lida! I love you — 
love you with a boundless love. I love you madly, Lida! 

LIDA [rising] : Goodbye. * 

YURKEVICH: Lida, if I was stupid then, let us not be un- 
wise now. In ten minutes I have to leave for distant 
Paris. Paris, that once smiled so invitingly at me. But 
now I’m not going. Say the word and I shall stay with 
you for ever. Be my wife! Lida, I’d willingly give up 
all I value most for you. Only say the word you’ve kept 
back so long. 

LIDA [Impulsively throwing her arms around his neck’] : Oh, 
my darling, my love! 

YURKEVICH: Lida . . . Lida! [Kisses her.] What mar- 
vellous, magical happiness! Let’s go straight home to your 
mother, shall we? 

lida: Yes, let’s and then home, to you. 

YURKEVICH: Yes, home to me, to me, my joy! Oh, how 
glorious! Could I have thought ten minutes ago that I 
would see those wonderful eyes so soon, the eyes I’ve 
dreamed of so often? 

lida: But won’t you be sorry to give up Parfe? 

YURKEVICH: You are aU the happiness I want! You’re my 
Princess Bulbul, my precious little hen. [Laughs.] Oh, if 
I were to tell you. . • • But it’s you — you’re the golden 
bird of Indore, it’s you I found in the Satpura Range on 
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the River Chambal — Princess Bulbul-el-Ghazar. Tell me, 
have you ever been bitten by fleas? 

LIDA [natvelyl: Oh. terribly. Do you know there are such 
hosts of them in the train. But how can you mention 
such things, you horrid boy! 

6 

PORTER \_ enters '\ : Are you the young lady from Polynovka? 
There’s a conveyance been sent for you. 

lida: Yes, I’m coming. [To yurkevich.] I’ll be back in 
a moment. 

yurkevich: Come on. Oh, but what about my things? and 
where? 

porter: Your train will be here in a minute, sir. I’ll just 
take the Count a bottle of mineral water he’s asked me 
for and then I’ll collect your things. ... I won’t be a 
second. [ DisaffearsJ ] 

yurkevich: Oh, yes, the Count, He’s still here. Very well, 

I’ll. . . . 

lida: Come along, dear. 

yurkevich: Run along, my love, I won’t be a second. I 
must have a word with my . . ; with this Count. 

lida: Oh, all right. I’ll come back in a minute. \_Runs out,'] 

yurkevich [left alone^ clutches his head] : . • . The train 
. , , the train. . . . I’m in a frightful muddle . . . it’s 
all so strange, ... A hen . . . Princess Bulbul , . . 
three thousand rubles . . . Lida. . . . The train will be 
. here in five minutes, my train. . ^ . [A whistle is heard 
far of.] . . . .Golden spaxhs flying past the carriage- 

33 ^ 



MASTERS OF TIME 


Acil 


window . . • a soft couch . . , the distant whistle of 
the engine and the enchanted mirage coming nearer and 
nearer. But not to me; I’m not going. . . . I’m not 
going. . . . It’s all no use now. {^Clutches his headJ\ But 
perhaps I might still be able to go. Perhaps! No, no it’s 
out of the question, her wedding-day is fixed. Away with 
such thoughts. My happiness is here — ^it’s Lida, I won’t 
give her up to anyone! [Paces uf and down the room.] 
Well, it looks as though I’ll have to give the Count his 
money back. Yes. [Tahes the envelofe out of his focket.] 
I’ve to give him back the twenty-three thousand rubles. 
Twenty-three thousand rubles — and what does he want 
with them. . . . He’ll only throw them away on some- 
thing else, the swine. The injustice of it! I’ve never seen 
such a sum — not even in my dreams — while for him it’s 
just a trifle, the price of a hen, he’d throw it away on a 
moment’s caprice. Twenty-three thousand rubles. It’s a 
fortune, it means freedom, happiness, travel abroad, the 
sea. And for him — a silly little hen. Supposing he should 
have a stroke just now — he should have had one long ago 
by right — the money would be mine. He hasn’t told any- 
one — ^not even his wife — ^that he gave it to me. [Walks 
uf and down in great agitation.] Who was it said some- 
thing a little while ago about a stroke, or paralysis? [Rubs 
his forehead.] Ah yes, it was that queer German with the 
toothache. 

PORTER [comes in beari?ig a tray with a bottle of mineral 
water and a glass ^ and sets it down on the table]": Your 
train will be here right away. 
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yuRKEVlCH: IVe changed my mind. I’m not going today, 
after all. Here you are. [Hands him some money.] 

porter: Thank you kindly, sir. Would you like me to get 
you a cab? 

yurkevich: Yes ... no. I don’t want one! Who is this 
mineral water for? 

porter [at the tahle^ ofening the bottle] \ The old gentle- 
man, Count Lundishev, ordered it. He said to serve it in 
here, [yurkevich ^aces about the room,] Is this your 
pill, sir? 

yurkevich: What pill? [Excited.] Where? 

PORTER [stretching out his hand and exhibiting the fill ] ; 
Here on the table. It must have rolled away. 

YURKEVICH [hardly able to control his excitement] : That’s 
it, that’s it. The twelfth pellet — ^belonging to the German 
with the toothache. 

porter: What, sir? 

yurkevich: Yes, it’s mine, it’s my pellet. [Snatches it from 
the forter.] I lost it. Thank you. You needn’t wait. [The 
porter goes out.] 

YURKEVICH [stands well to the front of the stage , with the 
fellet in his hand] : We were looking for it on the floor 
and all the time it was on the table, he’d dropped it with- 
out noticing. The twelfth pellet. The twelfth pellet. What 
a fearful temptation. One might almost think it had been 
done on purpose. [Goes uf jto the table.] The bottle’s 
open. A stroke or paralysis, that freak of a fellow said, 
and not a single doctor would be able to discover the 
poison. And then . . . then the twenty-three thousand 
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would be mine. Riches, freedom and Lida! All mine! But 
what a dreadful disgrace! Could I really sink so low? 
Someone’s coming. He hasn’t more than a year to live, 
anyhow, this disgusting old fellow. People are coming. 
Well, here goes, curse you! [Goes swiftly uf to the table ^ 
futs the fill into the bottle a^idy glancing aroundy corks it 
and shakes it. The door ofens, yuRKEViCH starts back 
from the table y as lundxshev enters 

7 

LUNDisHEV \_gaily'\ \ Well, your train will be here in a mo- 
ment. [Siij down at the table I’m relying on you, my 
dear chap. See that you hurry back as quickly as possible, and 
then you can go there again and enjoy your holiday. 
\Takes hold of the bottle,^ 

\^At that moment olya cherevko enters. She is a young and 
fleasant-looking womauy tidily but foorly dressed. She 
aff roaches lundishev timidly.’] 

olya: Valerian Sergeyevich, may I speak to you a moment, 
please ? 

LUNDISHEV Insetting down the bottle and turning roundC ] : 
Eh? What? Ah, it’s you, Olya. \Coldly.] What is it you 
want? 

OLYA {hesitating] : I don’t want anything, but the children, 
it’s pitiful to see them. Won’t you help me a little. Vale- 
rian Sergeyevich? 

lundishev: You? Help you? {S^pitefully,] But what’s your 
husband, the famous striker, doing? 
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olya: You knew he’d been arrested, didn’t you, Valerian 
Sergeyevich. We haven’t had a penny for two months now. 

LUNDisHEv: Aha! So he’s been arrested, you say? That’s how 
it is, is it? 

olya: The children are hungry. There’s not a thing left in 
the house to sell. Help us, Valerian Sergeyevich. I’m not 
asking for money. If you’d only give us a couple of hens 
from your farm, the children would have a few eggs to 
eat at least. You have so many. 

LUNDiSHEv: Aha! That's how it is, is it? Well, let me tell 
you, my dear. [In a more energetic tone,^ I’U give them 
to whom I choose, and I’d give them to a beggar on the 
road sooner than to you. You say the children are hungry? 
Why did you marry that rebel, then? Were you so badly 
off with us? Were you? I’m to give you a hen, am I, and 
tomorrow your husband will come and set fire to my 
estate. No, no, my dear, you’ve made your bed — now lie 
in it. You can go home. I’ve nothing to say to rebels and 
revolutionaries, [olya sighs and goes away^l see 

that woman? She was brought up by my wife. The girl 
lived in a perfect paradise with us until she took up with 
the local engine-driver, an out-and-out rebel. Ha! And 
now he’s been caught red-handed. Phew! It’s made me 
80 indignant to think of it, I’m actually sweating. Oh 
weD, goodbye, my dear feUow, I wish you the best of 
luck. [Takes uf the bottle again.'\ Phew! 

YURKEVICH [to himseljl : What a swine! I can see it plainly 
now. [Louder J] Sorry — er — -excuse me. Count. [To him- 
self agamJ\ Good God, he’s just going to drink it. [Ilerv- 
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ously.'] Perhaps you wouldn’t mind if I didn’t go today, 
but in three or four days instead? 

UNDiSHEV down the bottle and jump uf] : Look here, 

are you joking? You must have taken leave of your 
senses. Phew! I’m afraid, as it is, the hen has been bought 
up before now, and you’ll be too late. Lord Durley or the 
Prince of Wales may have bought her. Every moment is 
precious and he’s. . . . Tell me definitely you’re not going 
and I’ll send the French tutor instead. down agavn^ 
URKEViCH [i« alarm'\ \ No, no. It doesn’t matter, I can 
go today. Yes, of course I can. I was only. ... [To htm^ 
self.] Well, drink then, you swine, and go to the devil! 
.UNDiSHEv: What are you bothering me for if you can go? 
[Tilts the bottle.] 

''URKEVICH: Stop, don’t touch it! I think I see a fly in your 
glass. 

-UNDISHEV [setting down the bottle again] : A fly? Where? 
Oh, yes, and, by the way, you ought to give her some in- 
sects now and again, my dear. Catch a few flies for her, 
a May-bug or so, and worms — hens are so fond of worms, 
you know, [yurkevich raises his clenched fist and takes 
a Stef towards the table.] That’s all, I believe. I hope you’ll 
be able to catch a nice little “chicken” for yourself in Paris, 
He-he-he! [Pours out the water and raises the glass to 
Ins lip.] To your “chicken” and mine! 

8 

[lida enters^ unobserved by yurkevich and lingers on the 
threshold.] 
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yurkevich: To the devil with you and your hen and your 
Princess Bulbul. To hell with your money. [He flings the 
heavy envelofe at lundishev, knocks the glass out oj 
his hani and overturns the bottle. The Count spings U'p 
in horror.] Here are your thousands and I hope they 
choke you, they’ve driven me to the verge of killing you, 
you confounded ape! Ah-ah! To hell with your Paris — 
I’ll never see it now! A-ah! 

LUNDISHEV \wifes his face; he is trembling all over ] : 
You, . . , you must be mad! You must be quite crazy! 
Tomorrow I shall tell Andrei Ivanovich, the headmaster, 
to dismiss you. Til write to the trustee. 

[yurkevich rushes at him with ufraised fist. The Count 
runs away in terror.] 

YURKEVICH [looks wildly around and catches sight of lida 
standing horror-stricken and bewildered]*. Lida! Lida! 
l^Runs uf to her and catches hold of her hands.] Lida, I’m 
frightened. Save me, my little girl! Lida, if you only knew, 
oh, if you only guessed what I was about to do ! [ T rembling 
and sobbing he falls on her neck.] 
lida: Alexei Semyonovich, calm yourself, my dear. I can see 
■ you’re terribly upset. Forget what we were speaking of, 
I heard you — you were angry because you thought you 
wouldn’t 'be able to go to Paris. There was a moment— 
but — , It was only a moment’s distraction.- Goodbye, 
this moment the train flashes and rattles fast the windows 
from the right. Bells ring. Peofle begin to hurry fast.] See, 
there’s your train! Go quickly!- Go! ' 

YURKEVICH [gives a desf airing cry]: Lida! Lida! Are* you 
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casting me off too? [The door ofens and sophia Petrov- 
na glides m and stands listenmgl\ Lida, my love, don’t 
leave me, don’t desert me, you’re the only joy left to me in 
life. 


9 

SOPHIA PETROVNA [comes swiftly forward^ throwing hack 
her veil\ : Aha! So this is your princess, this is the mistress 
you hid from me. And you were not ashamed to lie to me, 
to tell me you were going alone, you weren’t ashamed to 
run away from me with a painted hussy you picked up in 
the street! 

LIDA [running to the door']: Oh, how terrible! What a dis- 
grace ! 

yuRKEViCH [rushing at sophia with his fist raised] : You 
low, despicable creature! Silence, or I’ll kill you! I’ll kill 
you, I say! 

SOPHIA PETROVNA [scornfully] : Oho, you’ll kill me, will 
you? [lida runs out,] Go home at once! 

[The bell tings for the third time^ the whistle sounds ^ and the 
train moves slowly out,] 

yurkevich [clutching his head] : The train, the Princess 
Bulbul. Twenty-three thousand rubles . . . twenty-three 
thousand . . . Venice! Paris! The enchanted mirage! Hap^ 
piness, freedom, fame. The myriad twinkling lights ahead. 
Lida, Lida, Lida! “Time to find happiness and lose it 
again, time to meet the love of one’s life ... in twenty- 
four minutes.” And the clack-dack of the wheels and the 
engine rushing onwards. Through night and day. The 
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train, my train. Away with you, my train! [He fushes 
aside the astounded SOPHIA Petrovna and runs to the 
doory but suddenly recoils in horror at the sight of kar- 
FUNKEL standing in the doorway, laughing softly and 
winding his watch,'] 

karfunkel: Salbaderei! Your train has gone already. I 
hope they have not been tedious these twenty-four min- 
utes, young man. Is your watch right? It is not a little fast, 
is it? And my toothache has gone already. 

yuRKEViCH [screaming]: YouVe the devil himself! [Falls 
down in a faint,] 

karfunkel: Salbaderei! What nonsense! It’s the easiest 
thing in the world to blame everything on the devil. 

curtain 
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The same railway station in igig* 

1 

[A LIEUTENANT and a STATION-MASTER ofpear on the scene.] 

lieutenant: Will the Kharkov train be in soon? 
station-master: As usual — ^five-forty*. 
lieutenant: And the Shepetovka train? 
station-master: Four-twenty*. Only* it’s half an hour 
late. 

lieutenant: It’s always late. Must be comrades and com- 
mittees running the locomotives. Waiting for the Bolshe- 
viks. Well, we’ll see. Come along into the office, I have 
to take over the station. 

[TAey go of,] 

2 

[ YURKEVICH af fears. He is now about thirty-^two or three. He 
is evidently in a disturbed state of mind. He fulls a letitfr out 
of his focket and reads h. Then he futs it away and faces 
nervously uf and down the roomy smoJdng.] 

YURKEVICH : Can it be possible? Lida — my golden Princess 
Bulbul-el-Ghazar, my dream-girl, whom I lost through 
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my own stupidity on this very station seven years ago* She 
remembers me, perhaps even loves me still. . , . What 
pleasure it will be to see her again after all these years 
. . . and what years! 

[karfunkel enters^ elegantly dressed as bejore but in a dij^ 
] event coat. He has a valise in his hand. He looks at his 
watch and clicks his tongue disapfrovingly ,"1 

karfunbcel: Hm! A lie tausend! [Raises his watch to his 
eavy listens and then shakes his head,"] My watch is slow, 
[Pulls- another watch out of his pocket.^ A her nein, Sie 
geht recht. Pardon, do you know when the Warsaw train 
will be in? 

yuRKEViCH [ahsentlyl: I don’t know exactly. I think iVs 
thirty-five minutes late. 

karfunkel: Was? Das ist unerhort, I won’t stand for it! 
I must the day after tomorrow be at my home in Heidel- 
berg. Without fail. Oh, verfluchte Heidenlarmy oh, im- 
possible country, which has never known how to value time! 
I cannot be late. [Suddenly ^ a melodious tinkling^ as of an 
old music^hoxy is heard,’\ 

yuRKEViCH [glancing around in astonishmenff ; Whatever’s 
that? Where’s that music coming from? Like a clock 
chiming. . . . [Passes his hand over his brow,^ Where 
have I heard that music before? 

KARFUNKEL [fulling another watch from his pocket as 
the tinkling becomes louder \ : Alle tausend! I cannot 
be late, 

yuRKEViCH [retreats in astonishment\ : Good Heavens ! It’s 
you! You’ve crossed my path again. 
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karfunkel: Was? Was wollen Sic? \Winds uf his watch 
with a key. 

yuRKEViCH: Of course it’s you! The watchmaker with the 
toothache, who. . . . 

KARFUNKEL \looking at YURKEVICH jrom Under his brows^ : 
Who gave you a little lesson seven years ago not to hurry 
and taught you to value every minute of your life. 

YURKEVICH : I wish I’d never seen you or your lessons! They 
cost me dear. I shudder still, whenever I think of that 
evening. 

KARFUNKEL: A her what has that to do with me? I am but 
a modest scholar and watchmaker. I have told you then 
that I understood something of life and its laws. But there 
is nothing surprising in that I am able to tempt the dog 
out from behind the stove. 

YURKEVICH: Yes, but how did you know, how did you dis- 
cover all this? 

KARFUNKEL: Know? What did I know? 

to 

YURKEVICH : How did you know that so many things would 
happen to me? So many tragic and astonishing things? 

KARFUNKEL*. Well, but this is simple mathematics, ordinary 
calculation, a law. Events are either few and far between 
or come crowding in. Life is a pack of cards, in which the 
trumps either come one after another or are absent, and 
perhaps only a six or a deuce is there. Time is either per- 
fectly empty — a whole year without a single event — or 
crowded with different adventures that come one after 
another quite unexpectedly. 

YURKEVICH \meditatively'\ : Yes, that sounds simple enough, 
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I should think. But still, how did you know that all those 
things would happen to me that very evening? 

karfunkel: But it is not difficult at all. You told me your- 
self then that you had lived a dull existence for many 
years. And suddenly — ^you are to go abroad. To the atten- 
tive mind this means much. I understood at once that for 
you a zone of condensed time was at hand, when events 
would race after each other as closely as a shoal of her- 
rings on their way to the breeding ground. 

YURKEViCH \laughing\ ; Yes, it sounds very much like the 
truth. . . . But at that time it seemed to me as if you had 
sent all these events on my head to pay me back for my in- 
difference to your toothache. Oh, by the way, how is your 
toothache now ? I have the drops with me if you want them. 

karfunkel: Salhaderei! You can drop them on your own 
tongue, if you like! Such stupid talk. It^s a train I want, 
not drops, just now. 

YURKEVICH [laughing] : Exactly like I was then. Our roles 
have been reversed, mein Herr, Now I can advise you not 
to hurry or to rely too much on time. Time is too crowded 
now for us — ^full of war, revolution. 

KARFUNKEL [growing angry ] : Salhaderei! How can one 
compare? Ich Inn der Master der Zeit! I am the master 
of time. I have kept him in my hand and made my watch 
move as I wished, 

YURKEVICH: Beware, mein Herr! There is a master who 
is stronger than you, 

karfunkel: Salhaderei! What nonsense! There is no 
master stronger than I am» 
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yURKEViCH: Yes, there is, mein Herr — and it is the Revolu- 
tion. It has stopped the watches of all kinds of people 
and forced them to live and die by its great timepiece, 
without consulting their wishes. It has put an end for ever 
to the easy-going lazy life we have been leading until now. 
Oh, now we shall never be dull any more, the Revolution 
has brought us so many adventures and events which make 
your toothache and my adventures of that evening Jook 
like child’s play. Now we know, without having to ask 
you, what condensed time is; the days are too crowded 
now, 

karfunkel: Salbaderei! The Revolution was badly needed 
for you, for the rotten Russian intelligentsia, in order to 
drive the laziness and idleness out of you. The Revolution 
has not given you nearly enough knocks yet, but for me 
she is neither terrible nor necessary — alls tauseni! [Goes 
out angrily 

YURKEVICH : You don’t like it. Wait, Ueber Herr, Once 
you spoiled the show for me — sec that you don’t get into 
a mess yourself. 


3 

[count lundishev comes in, followed by a porter carry- 
. .ing a huge file of luggage. The COUNT has altered very 
little, 1 

lundishev: One, two, three, four — ^yes, they’re aU here, 
I think. Take these two pieces to the luggage-van. Come 
back quickly. Here are the tickets, look sharp! 
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porter: Don’t worry, sir. There’s plenty of time! \^Qoes 
out^l 

LUNPiSHEV: You’ve nothing to worry about, of course. 
You’re probably counting the hours till the Bolsheviks 
come. Phew! {Catches sight of yurkevich.] Bah! 
Whoever’s this? Is it you, M’sieu Yurkevich? How 
strange we should meet like this! 

YURKEVICH {coldly '] : Excuse me, but really, after what 
happened the last time we met. . . . 

LUNDISHEV: Oh, let bygones be bygones. W e’ve lived through 
so much since then that a slight misunderstanding. . . . 

yurkevich: Yes, that’s so. . . . It’s hard to believe that so 
many things have passed over our heads. . . . 

LUNDISHEV: Yes, and what things! War! Revolution! 

I haven’t seen you since then. You were out 
at the front, very likely? 

yurkevich: Yes, of course. . . . But are you going away? 

LUNDISHEV: Yes, I’m going to Paris for good. To my brother 
Ivan. 

yurkevich: Not really? But what about your estate then, 
and your famous poultry farm? Surely you aren’t going 
to give it up? 

LUNDISHEV: Oh, but it’s all ruined, you know. The estate’s 
been burned down, the poultry farm destroyed. If you only 
knew the damage those scoundrelly muzhiks have done. 
The village roasted and boiled my fowls for a whole week. 
Beggars and vagabonds, who hadn’t set eyes on meat for 
ten years, gorged themselves on my White Wyandottes 
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and Rhode Island Reds. They stewed my priceless ban- 
tams and Cochfn-Chmas, and valuable breeds of cocks 
that had cost two hundred rubles apiece. Six men died of 
over-eating. No, I’ve had enough of all this. I’ve sold out, 
collected what valuables I had and now I’m off to Paris! 

yurkevich: Will you start another poultry-farm there? 

LUNDiSHEv: You may be sure I shaD. On my brother Ivan’s 
estate. Oh, and by the way, the Princess Bulbul — ^j^ou 
remember the famous hen I told you about — has appeared 
in Paris again. Yes, I read the news myself in the papers. 
I’ll secure her this time, for certain. 

yurkevich: Well, I wish you every success! 

LUNDISHEV: Thanks. Yes, and what about 3"ou? Do you 
mean to say you haven’t found your own little hen yet? 
Your runaway with the golden curls? Did you never meet 
again? 

YURKEVICH [growing agitated^: No. For seven years I’ve 
searched Russia for her — ^in vain. They told me she was 
in the war; then, after the Revolution, someone saw her 
in Moscow. It was even said that she became a Communist. 

LUNDISHEV: No! You don’t say so? And she looked like 
such a modest girl. 

YURKEVICH : And a curious coincidence, I got a letter today 
quite unexpectedly from her, from Kharkov. 

LUNDISHEV: You don’t say so! 

4 . 

[Suddenly disturbing sounds are heard. Bells^ esfedally the 
telephone ^ ring imfertously ^ Doors bang. Several worried-- 
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Icokbig railway employees and o fficers fass quickly through 
the roomJ\ 

LUNDTSHEV ljumfmg uf in alarm^x What^s the matter? 
Some kind of an alarm. Perhaps something untoward has 
happened at the front? God forbid. 

yurkevich: It’s nothing special. Don’t be alarmed. 

EUNDisHEv: It’s easy enough to say don’t be alarmed, but 
I’ve heard things aren’t going any too well with us. Be- 
lieve me, I’m counting the minutes till I see the last of this 
accursed country. But, pardon me, I interrupted you. 
What next? You say you had a letter from her? 

YURKEVICh: Yes, today. She writes to say she’s coming on 
the Kharkov train. Within half an hour, that means. You 
can imagine how excited I am. After seven years of silence 
and useless searching, suddenly today fate has placed her in 
my path once more. 

LUNDiSHEv: Hm . . . fate . • . Yes. I haven’t much faith 
in the gifts of fate, my young friend. They’re something 
like those children’s toys — ^you know the sort of thing: vou 
open a pretty box, thinking it has sweets in it and then 
bang — ^to your great surprise — devil with horns pops out 
of it. i 

YURKEVICH: Really, Count, you ought to be ashamed to say 
such things. 

LUNDISHEV; Yes, but I'm quite right, my dear chap. After 
ah, you haven’t seen her for seven years. How do you 
know what she’s like now? Heaven help us, she may even 
be a Communist. You think she’s a quiet, demure little 
chick, chu-u-uck, chuck-chuck, chuck-chuck, chuck-chuck 
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and for all you know she may fly out at you and bite your 
head off. He-he-he! 

yuRKEViCH; Well, I don’t mind if she does. It would be a 
pleasure to die for her. 

['i he LIEUTENANT comes in again^ glances about^ and goes 
up to LUNDISHEV,] 

lieutenant: Ah, how do you do, Your Excellency? Are 
you going far? 

[ YURKEVICH retires and sits down at the table. The waiter 
brings him a bottle of beer,^ 

lundishev: Yes, I’m going to pay a visit to my brother 
Ivan, in Paris. How are you getting on, Lieutenant? 

lieutenant: Oh, all right. Count, we aren’t down-hearted 
yet. Everything’s in order. Our pulses are still throbbing, 
so to speak. 

lundishev: Yes, your mind is running to girls, I expect. 
But I’ve heard [lowers his voice'] things are not going well 
at the front. Is it true there’s a breach there? You wouldn’t 
believe how upset I was to hear of it. 

lieutenant: Nonsense, there’s been nothing of the kind. 
What sort of a breach? 

lundishev; But the Bolsheviks axe driving us back again. 
They say even Oryol’s been taken by the Bolsheviks. 

lieutenant: Don’t believe it. Your Excellency, it’s all non- 
sense. We gave them a lesson at Tsaritsin with Baron 
Wrangel’s tanks that they won’t forget in a hurry. When 
the Reds saw those tanks their hearts stood still. The 
blackguards! Think of them taking themselves seriously. 

lundishev: Is that so? Well, I hope you are right. Although 
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Tvq heard that they wiped out a whole corps of our cavalry 
at Kamenno-Chernovsky. 

lieutenant: Who says so? Their own agitators. Do 
you think there are so few of them? They’re every- 
where, spreading rumours. That’s the way they fight, by 
spreading sedition in the enemy’s rear. Only today we 
received word [glances ^round and lowers his voice'll 
secretly, that a woman-spy of theirs is arriving on the 
Kharkov train today. 

LUNDisHEv: No? So youVe after her, are you? Hot on the 
scent, eh? 

lieutenant: You bet! She’s some game! 

LUNDiSHEv: How will you recognize her? She’s probably 
in disguise, incognito, made up with a false wig and all 
that sort of thing. 

lieutenant: Yes, I’m waiting for instructions. [Looks at 
his watch,'] At present I know nothing beyond her name. 

LUNDISHEV: Well, and what more do you need? 

lieutenant: Oh, that’s not very much. You don’t suppose 
she’s got only one passport, do you? 

LUNDISHEV: She’ll be a Jewess, of course? 

lieutenant: No, she’s Russian, surprisingly enough. Her 
name’s Zvantzeva. 

[yurkevicHj who is listening, gives a start and lets his glass 
jail] 

5 

[Bell rings, karfunkel hurries in. The porter j allows. 
The lieutenant faces the room,] 
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PORTER {to LUNDisHEv] : Everything’s ready, Your Honour. 
I’ve checked the luggage. 

LUNDISHEV [jumfing U'p ] : Eh? Oh yes, that’s right. 
porter: Yes, no need to worry, sir. The train is thirty-five 
minutes late. I’ll come back in twenty minutes. {Goes out,'] 
yuRKEVTCH {stands ufy looking desferate]: How terrible! 
Lida. . . . Lida, . . , What shall I do? How can I 
warn her of her danger? 

KARFUNKEL {to yurkevich] I Thirty-five minutes! I can- 
not afford to lose half an hour through your lack of order. 
It is preposterous! Disgusting! 

YURKEVICH {without faying any attention ] : The train is 
late. Thirty-five minutes late. That means. . . . That 
means there is still time. But what shall I do? I can’t think 
of anything. 

KARFUNKEL: Thirty-five minutes! I shall complain. 

derei! I shall demand the explanation. 

YURKEVICH: But why are you bothering me? I’m not the 
station-master, I’m a passenger like yourself. 

[The telephone rings imfatiently once moreP^ 
KARFUNKEL: No, not like me. I must, ich solly I must be 
in Heidelberg on the thirteenth. Salbaderd! 

LUNDISHEV: Listen, listen, they’re -ringing up again! Find 
out what’s the matter there. Lieutenant. 
lieutenant: That’ll do, Count, you ought to be ashamed 
’ of yourself, you’re starting a panic. {Hastens out,] 
LUNDISHEV: Oh yes, it’s all right for you to talk about panic. 

You only think of your pulse. Stop, Lieutenant! {Runs 
^ zfter the lieutenant.] 
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KARFUNKEl: They will not dare to delay me. I shall tele^ 
grafieren to the ambassador. Thirty-five minutes. Ha! I 
cannot lose half an hour. I will give a hundred — five 
hundred dollars for this half hour, if the train will only 
come in time. \_Goes out.^ 

yurkevich: And I would give everything in the world to 
prevent its coming in at all. What shall I do? How can I 
save her? Should I send a telegram? But where? To 
whom? Oh, what a frightful situation! 

6 

[taratuta, a chauffeur^ comes in vjith a bottle and. a glass 
in his hands. He wears a leather suit and goggles fushed uf 
on the brim of his leather caf. He sets the bottle and glass 
on the table and sits down,^ 

taratuta: Pity I didn’t leave enough money for some 
brandy. Now I’ll have to drink this stuff. {Catches sight 
of YURKEVICH and jumfs Why, who’s this? Com- 
rade Yurkevich — ^your honour. Well, this is a bit of luck, 
seeing you! 

yurkevich: Taratuta! Where’ve you come from? How is 
it you aren’t at the front? 

taratuta: Oh, don’t remind me of it. I’ve been a free 
cossack for six months now. Ha-ha! A driver, a chicken- 
killer and fork out your money, please. This is the life for 
me. Eat, drink and be merry — for tomorrow! . . . 
Every day brings a new bargain : I buy up all the kerosene 
and all the butter, run over all the dogs, hens and ducks 
in Christendom. No wonder they call me ‘‘Taratuta — 



MASTERS OF TIME Act 11 

the chicken-pest!” Ha-ha-ha! Here today and gone to- 
morrow! And a new girl every day! 
yurkevich: Wait a minute, I have an idea! Listen, Tara- 
tuta, can you help me? 

taratuta: You? You bet I can. Butter, oil, bacon, chickens, 
girls — anything in the world. You don’t suppose I’ve for- 
gotten how you saved me in the trenches? 
yurkevich: What’s the next station before this on the 
Kharkov line? 

taratuta: On the Kharkov line? Chabany. 
yurkevich: How many versts? 
taratuta : T wenty-three. 

yurkevich: Twenty-three! Then we’re saved. Listen, Ta- 
ratuta. Do you see this gold watch? It cost a hundred 
and fifty rubles. I’ll make you a present of it if you’ll drive 
me to Chabany in twenty minutes, before the Kharkov 
train comes in. Will you? 
taratuta: You bet your life I will. But what for? 
yurkevich: Oh, look sharp, Taratuta. It’s a matter of life 
and death, you must understand, someone’s life’s at stake. 
I have to meet a friend of mine on this train and warn 
her not to come here. {Clutches taratuta by the arm 
and glances about furtively,'] The police are after her. 
They’ll pounce on her as soon as ever she. . . , 
taratuta {with lively interest] : Come on ! I’ll be there in 
fifteen minutes. But what do I want with your watch? 
I’ll only sell it and drink up the money, same as I drink up 
everything in the world. I don’t want to know the time, 
do I? 
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yurkevich: Quick, quick, Taratuta! 
taratuta: All right, stand me to a bottle of brandy, and we’re 
quits- As for time, I lost count of it long since, way back 
at the front. 

yurkevich: Let’s start, Taratuta. 

TARATUTA [springing up prom his place] : This very minute ! 
Just let me change the tire . . . and we’re off. Wait 
here for me. 


7 

[At that moment there is a noise outside the door and pour 
women hurst into the room^ three op them hearing the man-- 
gled bodies op hens in their hands^ and the pourth^ a dead 
cat. At the sight op taratuta they give vent to terripying 
howls op indignation.] 

1ST woman: Aha, here he is, the curse of Christ on him, the 
murderer! The chicken-killer. God blast his soul! 

YURKEVICH . [alarmed] : What’s this? What do they 
want? 

2ND woman: Running over people’s hens with never so much 
as a ‘^by your leave.” Are you going to kiU off our poor 
fowls every day, then, you heathen? 

yurkevich: Come on quick, Taratuta, else we’ll be late! 

1ST woman: And such a lovely hen as he ran over, blast his 
soul, she’d eat out of my hand, so she would, and lay every 
blessed day of her life. May he burn in hell for it! 

taratuta: Be off with you! Clear out, do you hear! 

2 ND woman: Oho, now we’ve got to clear out, have we? Oh, 
no, my boy, you’ve made a mistake this time! 
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3RD woman: WeVe not going to let you slip away so easily, 
young Satan ! 

yurkevich: For God’s sake, Taratuta, come quick! Every 
moment’s of value! 

2ND woikiAN: I wouldn’t take a thousand for my lovely hen. 
I’ll fetch you up before the court, you godless Bolshevik, 
for destroying our fowls. 

3RD woman: I’ll cut your throat for running over my best 
rooster ! 

taratuta: Just listen to them, the sluts! I’ll run over the 
lot of you next time, you draggle-tailed hussies. I’ll bump 
you all off. 

ALL THE women: Aha, and you’re giving us a lot of lip into 
the bargain ! Come on, lasses, go for him, let’s drag him to 
the police ! 

\Wkh shrieks and abuse they advance on taratuta.] 

yurkevich: Taratuta, quick, quick — oh, it’s too late! 

taratuta: Be off with you, damn your souls. \Ketreats 
towards the door,"] Give them a Kerensky note each, your 
honour, I haven’t any money on me. [Thrusts the women 
aside and. disaf fears. They immediately transfer their at- 
tention to yurkevich.] 

YURKEVICH [fulling out moneyl'. Here you are! Take the 
money and go! 

1ST woman: What — a “Kerensk)*” for that grand layer of 
mine? , . . Why, the eggs alone. . . . 

2ND woman: I wouldn’t take a thousand for my lovely 
hen! . . . 

3RD woman: And my rooster’s worth. . . . 


23 * 
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4TH woman: There wasn^t another tom-cat like mine in 
the whole town; he’d nearly talk to you, the darling! 

[They fress around YURKEVICH^ who is deajened by their 
raucous cries ^ 

yURKEViCH [flinging notes right and left in desferation'\ : 
Here! Take this [The women grab the notes y without 
discontinuing their shouts, ’I Here, here’s more for you and 
for God’s sake, clear out! 

[There is a scramble and then the women go out abusing 
the men^ 

YURKEVICH [stands there alonCy 'panting aytd dishevelled '] : 
What a day! Lida, the letter, the police, Taratuta, the 
mangled hens, the tom-cats. Just when every moment is 
precious, when I’ve got to rush off in a car to save Lida, 
the devil throws hens under my wheels again. 

8 

[The LIEUTENANT reappears accompanied by a COLONEL. 
They are followed by lundishev and KARFUNKEL. The 
COLONEL casts sus'picious glances about him,] 

lundishev: Now at last we’D find out the truth. My dear 
Colonel, won’t you please tell us what it’s all about. What 
is the matter? What’s all the alarm about? Will there be 
a train to Shepetovka today? 

YURKEVICH [looking at his watch] : There are still five min- 
utes left. But where on earth has he got to, the rascal? 

KARFUNKEL: I, I am nach Shepetovka. I cannot wait. [Pulls 
a watch out of his pocket and winds it up,] Salbaderei! 
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colonel: Excuse me, Count, I’m afraid I can’t explain just 
now. This is no time for that sort of thing. \^Leads the 
LIEUTENANT down to the front of the stage,] Bad news. 
Our men have been defeated near Dmitrovsk. There’s a 
breach in the front at Belgorodka. But that’s not the point 
just now. [Glances around at YURKEVICH,] That woman- 
Bolshevik will be here any minute. She’s got to be put 
out of the way at once. 

lieutenant: Yes, sir. 

colonel: She has very important information about our po- 
sition and the plans of the Bolsheviks. 

YURKEVICH [walks ncrvously up and down the rooiUy 
glancing frequently at his watch] : Wherever can the fel- 
low be? Seven minutes gone already. What shall I do? 
We may miss each other if I go. The train will be here 
right away. 

KARFUNKEL [looking at his watch]’. Only seven minutes 
have passed. Will the train ever come? What shall I do? 
Salbaderei! 

YURKEVICH [going up to Karfunkel and seizing him by the 
arm] : You said you were a master of time — ^you know 
its laws, you say. Tell me, is there no means of holding 
At back fori say, twenty, for even ten minutes, to prevent 
the train that’s bringing me torment and death — from 
.coming dn at all? . . 

karfunkel: Salbaderei! But what is time? For you it goes 
too quickly, yes? And for me the other way around, very 
slowly. Such time is only what we feel, it does not exist 
in reality. 
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yurkevich: But is there any other kind o£ time, then? 
karfunkel: Yes, there is, and I know it. It is the real, true 
time, which other people do not notice because they" do 
not know how to measure it. Only I, Tobias Karfunkel. 
know it. I, who have made my owp watches, watches that 
show, not what you think is the time, but the time that 
really is. Ha! Die Uhr der Wahrhaftigen Zeit. 
yurkevich; You’re crazy! It would drive anyone out of 
his mind to listen to your ramblings. 
karfunkel; Drive anyone out of his mind? Salhaderel! 
But it is not your mind the master requires, he listens only 
to the voice of his own genius. 

9 

lieutenant: But how shall I know her, sir? 
colonel: That’s just the point. Do you see the civilian 
there in the grey hat? His name’s Yurkevich. I have re- 
ceived information that she has written to Him. He is to 
be searched and made to — you understand me. Lieu- 
tenant? 

lieutenant; Yes, I see. He’s to be the decoy. 
colonel: Exactly. 

YURKEVICH [to Ktmself\ \ I can’t stand it any longer. IM 
better go there. . . , [Moves towards the doorJ\ 
colonel [blocBng his fath ] ; Excuse me — one moment. Is 
your name Yurkevich? 
yurkevich [surfrised]: Yes. . . . 

colonel; Will you please be good enough to show me the 
letter you received today. 
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yuRKEVTCH [flaring uf\ : But what right have you to de- 
mand such a thing? 

colonel: What right? [In a louder toneJ\ Lieutenant, send 
the other people away please. Gentlemen, I must ask you 
to leave the room. Lieutenant! 
lieutenant: Now, then, gentlemen, please. [Accornfanies 
LUNDISHEV and KARFUNKEL to the doorSl 
LUNDiSHEv: But, look here — what reason have you for. . . , 
KARFUNKEL: Das ist unerhortl How dare you? 

[The LIEUTENANT fushes both outside,'] 

COLONEL [to yurkevich] : You heard, didn’t you? Now 
show me the letter. 
yurkevich: What letter? I protest. 
colonel: Don’t behave like a chid — or an idiot. Don’t 
oblige me to resort. . . . [Pulls out his revolver.] 
yurkevich: This is an outrage. I shall complain. [Takes 
out the letter and hands it over.] 
colonel [snatches it and reads it quickly]'. Devil take her! 
It’s typed. She’s a clever hussy. So — you correspond with 
her? And do you know what that looks like to us? You’re 
under arrest. Lieutenant! 

yurkevich: But. ... I haven’t seen her for seven years. 
colonel: Don’t try to throw dust in our eyes. Your only 
chance now is to help us catch her. 
yurkevich: What? You must be mad! 
colonel: If you want to save yourself from being shot im- 
mediately, you must go out on the platform and meet her. 
See? 

yurkevich [triumphantly]: Ah, so you don’t know her by 
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sight. Well, you may be quite sure I'm not going to give 
her away to you. I'm going home this very minute. 

[taratuta runs in breathless. Both officers 'point their 
revolvers at yurkevich.] 

taratuta: Comrade Yurkevich! Ready! Come on! 

colonel: You're going to be shot this instant. 

yurkevich: Shoot me then. But I’ll never give her up to be 
butchered by you. 

taratuta: So that's it? I'm too late. All because of those 
cursed hens! Excuse me, your honour, I must speak to 
Comrade Yurkevich. 

COLONEL {turning round threateningly'] : Oh, you must, 
must you? Arrest him. Lieutenant! [taratuta disappears 
at once.] ** 

10 

{At that moment a lieutenant and two soldiers come in^ 
escorting LIDA, who is now e well-dressed and an extreme- 
ly pretty girl of twenty-five or twenty-six^ 

COLONEL {to yurkevich} : Will you go out on the platform 
and meet the woman? This is the last chance you'll get, do 
you hear? In five minutes it will be too late. 

yurkevich: I’ll never do it, never! 

colonel: You’ll be shot at once, then. Do you hear? 

YURKEVICH {catches sight of LIDA and gives a little start] : 
Shoot then. And still. ... 

COLONEL {shouting] ; I’ll shoot you like a dog. I’ll kill you 
myself. Silence! 

lieutenant; There arc people present, sir. 
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colonel: Silence! 

OTHER officer: En . . Colonel! 

COLONEL [wheeling round] : Eh? What do you want? 
officer: Permit me to report that we have arrested this lady. 

She has just arrived by car — from Chabany. 

COLONEL [more attentively] : Eh? Well, what about it? 
officer: She seems a distinctly suspicious sort of person. 
[Gives the colonel jurther Injormatlon In a low voice,] 
Here are her papers. [Hands them to the colonel.] Pos- 
sibly, sir, this may be the . . . er . . . Permit me to 
draw your attention to this. • . . [Points to one of the 
fages,] 

colonel: Ah — veiy nice, ha! excellent. Hm. [Examining 
the documents,] Figures, words, signs — a code, thaPs 
evident. [Casts a rafid glance at LIDA.] What’s your 
name? 

LIDA: Elena Zhdanova, 

colonel [promptly]: Not Lida Zvantzcva? 

LIDA [with a little shrug] : I don’t understand your question. 
Colonel. 

colonel: Oh, don’t you? What arc these notes in code in 
your exercise book? Hieroglyphics of some kind? 
lida: They’re — my shorthand exercises. 
colonel: Hm — ^Fimny sort of exercises. What were you 
doing at Chabany? 

lida: I was staying with my sister on her farm. 
colonel: Staying on a farm, and you came in a motor-car? 
Well, let it pass, we’ll look into all that later. [Quickly,] 
Oh, -yes, by the way, this young man brought us a lettejr 
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today from a certain Lida Zvantseva. \_Fumbles in his 
focket,] You don’t happen to recognize this writing, do 
you? [Toys with the letter without ofening 2 V.] 

LIDA [smiling] : Well, hardly, it’s typewritten. 

COLONEL [triumfhanily] : Aha, you’re caught, you’re caught! 
You must have written it yourself if you are so sure it’s 
typewritten. 

LIDA [laughing light-heartedly ] : Don’t get excited, Colonel. 
I can see that the address on the envelope is type- 
written. 

colonel: Bah! [Puts the letter away again,] 

VURKEVICH [impatiently] : Ail this may be very interesting, 
Colonel, but what has it to do with me, may I ask? 
colonel [with a penetrating look first at YURKEVICH, and 
then at lida] : So you don’t know this — er — ^lady at all? 
YURKEVICH: No, I’m sorry to say, I don’t. 
colonel: Aha — Sorry, you say? 

YURKEVICH: Naturally. She is very beautiful. 

COLONEL [completely bewildered] : I don’t know what the 
devil to make of all this. You seem to have muddled things 
up again, Lieutenant 


II 

[lundishev and karfunkel enter and go straight up to 
the COLONEL.] 

LUNDISHEV [bowing politely to lida] : Ah, Mademoiselle! 

But look here, Colonel, this is becoming impossible, 
karfunkel: Das ist unerhort! The station-master is no- 
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where to be found. There is no train. I cannot wait any 
longer. 

LUNDiSHEv: I am getting very anxious. Will our train come 
in or not? 

colonel: I have already told you, gentlemen. . . . 
LUNDISHEV [io yurkevich] : Ah, you’re still here young 
man, [Glances around at LIDA.] Oh, whom do I see? 
Why, of course, I thought the face seemed very familiar. 
So you. , , . 

YURKEVICH [starts forward in alarm and grip LUNDISHEV 
by the arm^ : One moment. Count, I just wanted to ask 

you. . . . 

LUNDISHEV: Delighted. So you met your charming little 
“chicken” after all. You must excuse an old man’s famil- 
iar tone, Mademoiselle. I envy the happy man from my 
heart, he-he-he. What a beauty she has turned out to be! 
Don’t squeeze my arm so hard. 
colonel: Do you happen to know this lady, Count? 
LUNDISHEV [utters a shriek of agony'f : Oh! What are you 
pinching me so hard for? [Rubs his arm.'] Why, of 
course. It’s our charming traveller. She wrote to Mr. 
Yurkevich only today. I know her very. . . , 

COLONEL [swiftly] : It is Lida Zvantseva, then? 

LUNDISHEV [enthusiastically]: Yes, that’s exactly who it is. 

Pretty Lida, the girl who. . . , 
colonel: Well, Count, you’ve done us a great service. 
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YURKEVICH [unable to control himself any longer^ rushes at 
LUNDISHEV and seizes him by the lhroat\ : You scoundrel! 
You blithering old idiot! YouVe snatched her from me 
again, you’ve ruined my happiness again! 

LUNDISHEV: What’s all this, I’d like to know! Help — 
H-e-l-p! 

\Tl aiding advantage of the confusion^ LIDa. 'pulls out a re- 
volver and makes for the door,^ 
colonel: Stop her! Catch her! 

[General confusion, LIDA flings a chair in the OFFICER'S way 
and runs away. The lieutenant tnps over the chair 
and falls y lundishev tears himself out of yuRKEVlCH^S 
clutches and runs y shouting y toward the door“\ , 
lundishev: Help! He’s mad! [Runs ouul 
colonel: Bolt the doors! So now we know the truth. They’re 
to be arrested, locked up and shot. [Points to yurkevich ,* 
the soldiers seize him by the. arms. A shot is heard outside 
the doory then another !\ , 

YURKEVICH [shouting ’] : Let go! They’ve killed her, the 
blackguards! [At that moment the two officers return 
with LiDAj who is no longer struggling,] 
lieutenant: Here she is,, sir. We caught her. [Dabs his 
cheek with his handkerchief*] The vidous bitch actually 
fired at us. . : . ... 

yurkevich [stAving to reach lida] : Lida! My love, my 
girl! 

colonel: Aha! So much for the shorthand! Splendid! You’ll 
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both be shot within half an hour. Lieutenant, you’ll see to 
all that, [karfunkel, who has been observing the scene 
quietly^ now comes forward,] 

karfunkel; Ihr seld toll! You have gone out of your mind! 
I protest. Be good enough, please, to cease your stupidity 
and send out our train, or else I telegrafieren to the Ger- 
man ambassador. 

colonel: Eh, what? You must be mad. I shall shoot you 
myself in twenty-four hours, or in twenty-four minutes 
if you’re not careful. 

karfunkel: You will shoot me? In twenty-four minutes! 
Salbaderei! Shoot me, indeed! 

colonel: What’s that? Arrest him! 

karfunkel: In twenty-four minutes? And do you know 
where you yourself will be in twenty- four minutes? Ha! 
If you will take my advice you will make better use of 
your time than that. A lie tausendl A thousand devils! 
f^Advances on the colonel in a rage^ dangling the watch 
before his nose,] Twenty-four minutes! You had better 
tell me what you have done with my train. Give me back 
my half hour, do you hear, my half hour which I have lost 
through your muddling. 

COLONEL \retreatSy no.nflussed] : This is a raving lunatic! 
Arrest him at once. 

karfunkel: No, he is not a raving lunatic. [Gunfire is 
heard.] Aha! You heard how this watch strikes? Die 
Stunde hat geschlagen. Your hour has struck. Think for 
yourself what you will do with your minutes. 

COLONEL [furiously]: Lieutenant! Arrest this man ! 

36s 



A a II 


MASTERS OF TIME 


13 

l^At this moment an OFFICER runs in followed by two sol-- 
diers. In a few moments another officer affears^l 
officer: The stadon’s being fired on from an armoured 
train! 

\_A gun booms in the distance. 
karfunkel: Aha! I told you so! {^Begins to wind his watch 
in a leisurely fashion. 'I 

colonel: From where? Where? You’re crazy. There’s no 
front anywhere near here. 

officer: Yes, sir. The Reds are attacking from Ternovka, 
from the north, and these must be partisans. An armoured 
train must have broken through to our rear. 

[The gun booms again. Bells ring. The telcfhone rings.] 
KARFUNKEL [calmly]: Hurry up, Herr Colonel. Your 
twenty-four minutes have nearly gone. 
colonel [furiously]: Never mind, I’m going to shoot you 
all the same. Lieutenant, order the car. Fm going to 
town. You will remain here in charge of the station. Set 
a proper guard over the prisoners. Give the necessary or- 
ders. Evacuate everything you can and in twenty minutes 
take the whole lot out and .... [Makes an exfressive 
gesture.] 

lieutenant: What, including the German, sir? Permit me 
to report that. . . . 

colonel: Very well. Evacuate the German for the present. 

We’ll see later. . , .Just those two, then. Come along, 
lieutenant: Yes, sir. 
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[The COLONEL goes out with two OFFICERS.] 

LIEUTENANT [to the soldiers‘\ : Keep a strict watch over 
these prisoners. One of you stand at the door, the other 
under the window! [Goes out.^ 

[The soldiers go outy shutting the doors ajter them,’] 

U 

YURKEVICH [rushes over to the window] : Sentry! [Tries 
the door,] Locked! Lida, my dear, dear Lida. [Takes 
her hand,] Can it be that I'm seeing you again, seeing 
your sweet eyes, after dreaming of them, longing for them 
all the years we’ve been parted? 

KARFUNKEL [who in the meantime has seated himself at the 
table and is examining his watch through a magnifying 
glass]: Salbaderei! Such idle chatter! 

lida: My dear — ^they tortured you — ^and you would not give 
me away. 

YURKEVICH : To find you after seven years — only to lose you 
again. No — ^this is impossible. Time is standing still for us. 
It’s ours, ours, my Lida! 

KARFUNKEL: Einer Narr! Oh, but he is a fool, what does 
he know of time? i 

lida: Yes. 

YURKEVICH: Twenty minutes of life and love — ^why, it’s an 
eternity. 

KARFUNKEL: He has not forgotten my lesson. Hm. . . . 

YURKEVICH: Only fools reckon time by years — ^we’re going 
to reckon it by heartbeats. And devote eveiy beat, every 
single beat — to love. 
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LIDA: Yes, yes — to our love. Oh, if you knew how I love you 
now, my dear, my precious, my only love! 

\^A gun booms 

yurkevich: Lida, my longed-for, my beloved! What per- 
fect happiness to cling to your lips . . . and die . . . and thus 
remain . . . together for all time. To taste these last few 
moments of our life to the full! 

KARFUNKEL \^stiLl fiddling with his watch\ : Oh, Salbaderei! 
What foolish nonsense! Of what last moments are you 
talking? Your last moments will only come in thirty years. 
You will die together, indeed. She will desert you, this 
girl, before you die. 

YURKEVICH [turning swiftlyl: You lie! 

KARFUNKEL [calmly']: Well, then, you’ll desert her. Und 
damit Punktum, [There is a noise of breaking glass. A 
bullet knocks karfunkel^s watch out of his hand.] 
yurkevich: Good God! They’re firing in here! 
KARFUNKEL [furiously] : Oh, verfluchter Heidenldrm. 
This damned confusion! They have smashed my best 
watch. The dogs! The scoundrels! [Grofes about on the 
floor for the mechanism. An outburst of firing follows.] 
LIDA: Wait! Can you hear? It’s our people firing. And 
they’re quite near. They won’t let anyone kill us. [Runs 
to the window.] Yes. There’s panic everywhere. The sol- 
diers are running away and leaving the machine-guns. 
The plaster’s flying off the walls. Bullets are hitting the 
platform. An officer has just been hit. 

[There is a loud knocking on the doorf] 
yurkevich: They’re breaking down the doors. We must 
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block them up with something. They’ll try to come in and 
kill us before they go away, 

\_Begms to drag the jumiture to the door,'\ 

LIDA: I’ve got another revolver with me. We can defend 
ourselves a while. 

yurkevich: Yes, we want to live, to live together, you and 
I, my Lida, and take great, deep breaths of life! 

KARFUNKEL {^continues to collect little hits oj mechanism 
from the floor] : Salbaderei! He has already changed his 
mind about dying. 

\^A shot under the door. Sounds of a sharf struggle.] 

15 

Ifl^oices outside the door. Shouts of ^^Ofen the door!^^ We^re 
friends. Comrade Yurkevichl^^ 

YURKEVICH l^delightedly]: It’s Taratuta! We’re saved! 

\The door hursts ofen^ and a company of Red Army men 
enter y led hy taratuta.] 

taratuta: Comrade Yurkevich! Hurrah, Miss, Madame — 
Hurrah! You’re still alive! I wasn’t too late, after all. 

LIDA [darting forward excitedly] : Comrades! Our own 
lads, at last! Thank you, boys. You’re just in time. [Shakes 
hands warmly with them.] What regiment? 

YURKEVICH [seizing taratuta^s hands] : Taratuta, old 
chap. You’ve saved our lives. 

taratuta: Well, it just turned out lucky, you know. I hap- 
pened to get hold of some pals of mine, and they agreed 
to send an armoured train to the rear. They took the 
station and all for you, old chap. 
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yurkevich; But when did you have time to do all this, you 
devil? 

TARATUTA [bursts out laughing from sheer haffiness’l : Ever 
know me to figure up time? 

yurkevich: That’s true, Taratuta, time can’t be figured 
or measured. 

i6 

[A second- company of Red Army men enter with their 

. COMMANDER. They escort several 'prisoners y including 
LUNDISHEV.] 

commander: Guard all exits! Efimov, guard the telegraph. 
Lock up the prisoners here for the present. Who are these 
people? 

LIDA [disentangling a thin rolled-uf paper from her hair and 
hanging it to the commander] : I’m on the staff of the 
political department of the 1 8 th Division. They were going 
to shoot us . . . this comrade and myself. ... He refused 
to betray me to the Whites. 

commander: Lida Zvantseva? Glad to meet you, comrade. 

karfunkel: Herr Commander, please give orders for my 
train to come in. I cannot waste any more time on account 
of your war. 

commander: Who is this German? 

lida: He was arrested along with us because he protested 
against our being shot. 

commander: Thank you, comrade, you’re at liberty. 

karfunkel: At liberty, indeed? What do I want with 
your liberty! I want my train. 

LUNDISHEV ; This is an outrage! I have bought my ticket and 
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received a sleeping-berth. Tell them to return my things 
to me. This is robbery. 

karfunkel: I cannot waste any more time. I have calculated 
every moment. 

commander: Keep calm. We’re not interested in your cal- 
culations. The Revolution has its clock, which is always 
moving forward, and when it strikes, a new era opens. 

\_Fmng is heardJ\ 

commander: Can you hear that? 

yurkevich: I told you, mein Herr^ there is a master — more 
powerful than you — the Revolution. Your watch is 
smashed. 

karfunkel: SalbadereU 
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ACT THREE 


The same station. Time: the winter of 

ig20. 


I 

[The waiting-room looks neglected. It has evidently not been 
sweft for a long timey and is Uttered with cigarette-stubs 
and rubbish of all kinds. A few women sit huddled together 
on the banchesy warming themselves by turns at the ugly 
little stove in the corner of the room.] 

1ST woman: We went off to bed yesterday without a bit in 
our stomachs. There isn’t a potato nor a spoonful of meal 
nor a crust of bread to be had for love or money. Even the 
mice have cleared out. 

2ND woman: Still, we’ve got our freedom, as they call 

it. . . . 

3RD woman: And the way they talked ... at the meet- 
ings. It was the landowners and the rich merchants, they 
said, did all the harm. Now everything would be better, 
they said. 

2ND woman; This is what they call better, is it? We’re half- 
starved — -we are. Potatoes are being sold by the pound! 
A miserable little chicken costs twenty thousand. Pooh! 
That’s revolution for you! 
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1ST woman: And the way we used to live at one timej good 
heavens, it’s hard to believe now when you look back on 
it! We had ten thousand rubles in our bankbook alone. We 
baked every day, and had as much pork and butter as we 
liked. We never had tea without jam. And now? Why, 
there isn’t a crust in the house. 

3RD WOMAN : Let their Chinamen work for them if they want 
to. My man isn’t going to work for them any more. He’s 
going to town tomorrow to see if he can get something else 
to do. 

2ND woman: They’ll all be going yet, you’ll see. Everyone 
of them. Who’s going to work for them for nothing, 
curse them. Zenchenko’s gone, Pechenka’s gone, and your 
man’s going. Well, let them drive the engines themselves. 
They’re Party men! 

2 

[Another woman comes in,'] 

voices; Heard the news? They aren’t going to pay any wages. 

Not going to pay? For what month? 

They’re not going to pay at all. There’s a notice hung up 
in the office and in the depot as well to- say that all pay is 
stopped till further notice, Senka read it. 

So that’s what it’s come to. Have you ever seen anything 
like it! 

Well, let the devil himself work for them. We won’t. To 
the devil with them all! 
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3 

\Two railway workers in leather jackets come in with heavy 
walking-sticks over their shoulders. "I 

1ST RAILWAYMAN [to the womenl : Good-day. Has the 
freight train come in yet? 

1 ST woman: No, it hasn’t. But it should be here soon. 

3RD woman: Where are you o£F to, Simon Terentyevich? 
Not back to the village, surely? Or is it to the town you 
are going, like my man? 

1ST RAILWAYMAN [gloomily^ \ Well, what about it? No use 
staying here to starve, is it? 

2ND woman: That’s right. All the men are going. 

2ND railwayman: Let the devil himself drive their engines 
for them. 

1ST woman: Yes, and Trofimich Cherevko, who’s sold him- 
self to the Soviet devil, the dirty old dog! 

4 

[cherevko comes in. He stares in silent reproach at the 
railwayman ; they avert their faces.] . . 

cherevko: Where- arc you off to, Tcrentyich? You don’t 
^want to say? Ashamed to look at me? The workers’ army 
is going out to the front and you’re deserting the engines? 
Is that it? That’s a dirty trick. 

1ST WOMAN [angrily'] : What business is it of yours if he does 
go. Will you feed his children for him? 

cherevko: You want the Whiteguards to feed them, I sup- 
pose? With bullets and knouts. Da/you think my children 
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aren’t hungry, too? How is it that I don’t chuck engine 
driving, then, nor never will? 

1 ST railwayman: What are you bothering me for? I’m not 
meddling with you, am I ? If you want to be a commissar, 
that’s your business. I think more of my children, see? 

CHEREVKO: You’re a fool, Terentyich, a fool, I tell you. It’s 
not worth while talking to you. But as for you, Vassili 
Ivanovich, I must say I didn’t expect it of you. We went 
on strike together in 1905, we saved the engines from the 
Germans, and now, at a critical time like this, you’re de- 
serting your proletarian post. You ought to be ashamed 
of yourself, Vassili Ivanovich. I didn’t expect that of 
you. 

2ND RAILWAYMAN \^getting uf\ I Oh, for God’s sake stop 
harping on the same string. It’s all sickening enough with- 
out that. Come on, let’s have a smoke to cheer ourselves 
up a bit. 

CHEREVKO \^delightedly'\ \ So you’re staying after all? 

2ND railwayman: Ah, come along, devil take you, and let’s 
hear no more about it, 

CHEREVKO : Much obliged, Vassya. You didn’t let us down. 

[cHEREVKo’s Wife, OLYA, comes in. Her face looks faded 
and worn, hut wears the same gentle, winning smile, the 
same mild expression as before.^ 

olya: Andrei Trofimich!-' Are you coming home? 

CHEREVKO \impatiently^ ; Wait, Olya, I’ve no time now. A 
bit later on, perhaps. 

olya: Seryozha seems very feverish. You might go for the 
doctor. 
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CHEREVKo: All right, presently. I’ll be back soon. Come 
along, Vassili Ivanovich. 

[They go out, OLYA goes out sadly ajter them and then re- 
turns, 

2ND woman: Did you see that fellow? He’s sold himself to 
the Bolsheviks. And, not content with that, he’s trying to 
lead other folks astray. Making speeches, too ! And his own 
children are swollen with hunger; the boy’s .terrible weak, 
you heard her say. 

1 ST WOMANS [scornfully ] : Cherevko wants to be a commissar. 
He’s a Party man. 

3RD woman: I’m sorry for poor Olya. See what she looks 
like now. 

[The freight train comes inP[ 

1ST woman: The train! 


5 

[All the women exce'pt OLYA hurry out on to the 'platform. 
OLYA sits down on a bench. Her head droops sadly, count 
LUNDJSHEV comes in^ looking very oldy feeble and bent. He 
walks with difficulty y leaning heavily on his stick. He is 
carrying a valise. ’\ . 

LUNDisHEv: Not a single food smuggler in sight. If I could 
only exchange my books for a bit of butter, 

OLYA [recognizes him’]\ Good morning, Valerian Sergeye- 
vich. 

LUNDISHEV: Eh! Who is it? Oh, it’s you, Olya. [Coldly.] 
Good morning. 
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dlya: I haven’t seen you for a long time. Valerian Sergeye- 
vich. Hov^ do you feel these days? 

LUNDISHEV: Better ask your Bolshevik husband that. And 
the rest of the commissars like him. 

dlya: Lord love you Count, what sort of a commissar is 
Andrei Trofimich? 

LUNDISHEV [thumfing his stick on the fioor\ : And who is 
then, if he isn’t? Who, Pm asking you? You’ve forgotten 
that he was in prison in 1912, and was one of the strikers 
in 1905. That sort of thing is regarded by the Bolsheviks 
as a service, the same as in the Civil Service. That’s why 
he’s one of the bosses now. A commissar. 

dlya: He isn’t a boss at all. He’s an engine-driver, same as 
he always was. And we’re starving. 

LUNDISHEV {^without listening to her\ : Commissar! Bolshe- 
vik! The names they’ve invented. ‘Tartcom” — for Party 
Committee 5 ^^Compoor” — Committee of Poor Peasants; 
^^Compub” — Commissariat of Public Welfare! '^Cheka.” 
Phew! A gang of robbers, bandits, that’s all they are! 
They’ve taken my land and my house away from me. All 
my things, my clothes, my gold and silver. And I’m not 
allowed to leave the country. Sit and starve, that’s all 
you’ve got to do. I haven’t had any dinner for two days. 
Nothing to eat with my tea, either. 

OLYA \in a sympathetic tone'\ : Poor Valerian Sergeyevich. 
. . . \T^hen^ with som-e embarassmentJ] Maybe, you 
wouldn’t mind taking a trifle from me. I’ve got a little 
bread and some peas. \_Gets them out oj the sack,^ Or per- 
haps you’ll come along over to us and I’U lend you a few 
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eggs and a chicken, I’ve still got two or three young ones. 
You’d get a drop of broth to eat, anyhow, 

LUNDISHEV \recoilmg m dismay^: What! You! You’re of- 
fering me a chicken! You! How can you get your tongue 
to utter the words? 

OLYA \jrightened']: Why what’s wrong, Valerian Sergeye- 
vich, I meant no harm. 

LUNDISHEV: I’d rather die, I’d rather beg in the streets than 
take anything from you. 

OLYA: But why. Valerian Sergeyevich? 

LUNDISHEV: You must have a short memory. Go away! 
Don’t annoy me. We’ve parted for good. Your commis- 
sars have taken all that I had. Go away! 

[oLYA goes away with a sigh^l 

6 

[yurkevich comes in looking very ill and worn, Ufon catch- 
ing sight of lundishev, he turns to go out,'] 

LUNDISHEV [stoffing him] : M’sieu Yurkevich! M’sieu Yur- 
kevich! 

YURKEVICH \turmng] : What do you want with me? 

LUNDISHEV [bitterly ] : Trying to avoid me, are you? I sup- 
pose you’re afraid. I’ll. ask you for something, 

YURKEVICH [irritahly]*. Really, can’t you understand that 
it’s simply .unpleasant for me to see you? Surely you realise 

-‘.what both my encounters with you cost me. Particularly 
the last when you betrayed us to the pedice, 
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LUNDISHEV [^becoming angry in his turn'\ : It^s not for you 
to say such things to me, young man. You must have for- 
gotten, surely, how you attacked me twice and nearly 
strangled me. My neck hurts to this day. 

yurkevich: The more reason why you shouldn’t want to 
speak to me, then. We’ve nothing to say to each other. 
Things like this are not so easily forgotten. 

LUNDiSHEv: Forgotten? I should think not! Even if I did 
happen to let a word or two slip that time — ^without mean- 
ing any harm — only said I knew your wife. After all, 
I was merely incautious, nothing else. Look at the way 
commissars like your wife have wronged me. They’ve 
deprived me of everything: my money, and my house, all 
my things, my gold and silver — everything. I have only 
this ring left — and I want to exchange it for bread and 
maybe a little butter. In times like these. . . . 

YURKEVICH [examining the ring]i Oho! An emerald. And 
what a big one! 

LUNDISHEV: Yes, isn’t it! Eight carats. An heirloom. It was 
my grandfather’s. . . . Once Countess Seletskaya begged 
him — almost on her bended knees, they say — to sell her 
the ring for four thousand. Then she offered five thousand 
— but he wouldn’t sell. They even quarreled about it. I 
believe. 

yurkevich: But this is worth a fortune. It’s what you might 
call capital. [Admires the stone.] You could live for two 
years on this stone. 

LUNDISHEV: Do you know how much the locals louts of- 
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fered me for it? Twenty thousand. Why, a miserable 
little fowl costs twenty-five thousand in the market. 

[yuRKEViCH cannot restrain a smile at this 'pomtJ\ 
YouVe smilling. I think I know what makes you smile. 

YURKEVICH: No, no, I’m just — ^I happened to remember 
something, that’s all. 

LUHDisHEv: You remembered how once I was going to 
give twenty thousand for a special hen from Paris. Twen- 
ty thousand gold rubles. And now I haven’t even got an 
ordinary hen. ... Yes, times have changed! 

YURKEVICH: Times — and values. Say what you like, but 
it’s only now we’ve learned to set the right value on 
things. Formerly your emerald was worth a thousand 
rubles, say, a thousand poods of flour, and yet — ^what is 
it, actually? Only a pinch of clay and silicon, useless dust 
of the earth. . . . 

LUNDISHEV: But it’s a rarity, a thing of beauty. 

YURKEVICH: Yes, but of no earthly use to anyone. Now, take 
bread for instance: bread, an indispensable article of food, 
which cost the peasant such heavy labour, was worth no 
more than two kopeks. The stupid old system had ren- 
dered it of such little value that even beggars did not 
want to take it and were vexed when they were given a 
piece of bread instead of a copper. And now — only give 
us that bit of bread now, and we’d be delighted j we’d 
gladly pick it up from the floor. That’s what we mean- 
by the real and not the xonventional value of things. 

LUNDISHEV : Well, I don’t think it’s any use arguing with 
■ you, nor do I think that you look particularly prosper- 
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ous under Communism. Why do you look so worn 
out? 

yurkevich: I’ve had spotted typhus. IVe not been out of 
bed long. 

LUNDisHEv: Where’s your wife, by the way? 

yurkevich; I’m expecting her on the train now. 

7 

[karfunkel comes my looking shabby ani thiny but as ob* 
stinate and irate as ever. He carries a valise. 

yurkevich: Ah, is that you, Herr Karfunkel! Good morn- 
ing. Waiting for the train as usual? 

KARFUNKEL \^crossly'\\ Salbaderei! What a silly question to 
ask anyone at a railway station. What trains are there 
today? 

yurkevich: Who can tell — ^nowadays? 

LUNDISHEV: There’ll probably be a food-smugglers’ express, 
and a “typhus-and-morgue” through train. All with splen- 
did sleeping accommodations — on the roof. 

karfunkel; A food-smugglers’ express, a morgue — ? Sal- 
baderei! No. I do not need such trains. 

LUNDISHEV; But I do. I’ll go and see if I can find some 
smugglers and perhaps exchange something for a 
chicken, , . . [Goes owi,] 

yurkevich: So you haven’t lost hope yet? You still come 
every day to find out about the trains? 

KARFUNKEL [crossly] : I told you I have to be home in Hei- 
delberg the day after tomorrow. I must make my watches 
there, my marvellous watches and clocks that tell the real, 

381 



Act in 


MASTERS OF TIME 


true tune. Only then will people learn what time really is. 
The instant — der Aiigenblich — ^what it really is, the instant 
that passes now unnoticed. 

yurkevich: But can’t they be made here, these clocks and 
watches of yours? In Moscow or Petrograd, at least? 
karfunkel: Salbaderei! There are only two people in the 
world who can make such watches: I, Tobias Karfunkel, 
who invented them and Meister Tobias Reminger, who 
can make them. Tobias Reminger — he is the great Hei- 
delberg watchmaker. Ha! That is why I must go. That 
is why I await my train at the station. 
yurkevich: You’ve been waiting eleven months now, 
haven’t you? 

karfunkel: Eleven months, eleven years, or eleven min- 
utes — ^what are they? As ever, you understand nothing 
of time. Oh, foolish scholar, who has forgotten all my 
lessons. Eight years ago did it not seem to you that twenty- 
four minutes were like a whole year? And when you were 
about to be shot, how did you measure time then? 
yurkevich: Yes, that’s true. . . . But that was only a 
few minutes, while you, mein Herr, have been waiting 
a whole year. 

karfunkel: Minutes, instants, years! Where are the 
weighing- scales, where is the measure for them? Only my 
watches — ^the watches of the future, will enable you to 
know the time. Only then will we learn the real measure 
of this or that instant, of this or that half hour, of this or 
that decade. These watches will show that half an hour 
may take up more time than a year, that ten years may be 
382 



MASTERS OF TIME Act III 

worth nothing and take up no place at all in the true reck- 
oning of time. 

yURKEViCH l^clutching his head^ ; This is madness. It makes 
my head ache to listen to you. 

karfunkel: Then it must be a stupid head — ^yours. When 
your Revolution deprived me last year of the half hour by 
which my train was late, it is quite possible that this half 
hour was really ten years in the true reckoning of time. 
And if it is so, I shall wait. I shall wait ten minutes, ten 
years — it does not matter. While I have not my real watch 
with me, I stop all the rest. I shall wind them up in Heidel- 
berg. {^Shows his watch,'\ I am the master of time. I wait 
for my train, and as for what is going on around me, it 
does not concern me. My time is there — ahead of me. 

YURKEVICH: But all this won’t come about so soon. And in 
the meantime, today, for instance, one must live somehow. 

karfunkel: Today! Salbaderei! There is no today for me, 
only tomorrow. And that is in Heidelberg, where my work 
is, and where my watches are, and the real people for whom 
I work. 

YURKEVICH: Aha, so that’s it! Real people, in your opinion, 
are the German bankers and burghers. You are not making 
you watches for the workers, or for the Revolution. 

karfunkel: Salbaderei! When I make my watches, revo- 
lution will not be necessary. For we shall then reconstruct 
time, so that. . . , 

YURKEVICH [laughing ] : ... So that the workers will do 
nothing but work, without noticing how the years go by, 
and the bourgeoisie will gain ten years of enjoyment for 
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themselves out of every hour. You’ve hit the nail on the 
head! 

karfunkel: The bourgeoisie, the bourgeoisie! You are eln 
Narr^ a fool who has not been able to win ten satisfactory 
minutes for himself in ten years. Salbaderei! Farewell! 
[Goes out in a surly moodJ\ 

yurkevich: That damned German, he never misses an op- 
portunity of saying something unpleasant. 

8 

[taratuta enters. He is as gay and noisy as everJ] 
taratuta: Ah, Comrade Yurkevich. Fancy meeting you, 
your honour. [Shakes hands with him.'\ But what’s the 
matter? Why do you look so sour and unhappy? 
yurkevich: Oh, it’s nothing. Nothing much, Taratuta, old 
man. I’ve been ill and it’s pulled me down a good deal. 
I’m just waiting for my wife, she’s coming home today. 
taratuta: Aye, no wonder you’re so down in the mouth, 
it all comes of taking up with a v/oman. I drive about the 
roads, chasing the wind, with never a care in the world. 
YURKEVICH [srmlmg'\'. Running over hens as usual? 
taratuta: Not much of that nowadays. For one thing there 
are no hens — they’ve all been eaten up; and for another 
thing — ^it’s unprofitable. Twenty thousand for a hen — 
it’s no joke, you know. So don’t be downhearted, Com- 
rade Yurkevich, come along with me, I’ll set you on your 
feet in no time. Here, have some chocolate. It’s the best 
English chocolate, and very good for you. 
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yurkevich: Thanks, Taratuta. That^s plenty, don’t give 
me any more. 

taratuta: Have some more, I can get plenty for myself. 
Now let’s have a drop of brandy. \^Pours some out into a 
small glass, 1 Here you are, old fellow. It’s the best French 
brandy and very good for you. 

YURKEVICH \^drmkmg'\ : Time doesn’t seem to have any ef- 
fect on you, Taratuta. 

taratuta: Time? What does it look like, time? Ever seen 
it? Educated folks like you invented time; I took and spat 
on it long ago. No watch can keep time with me. That’s 
as true as I’m standing here. I only think of today. 

yurkevich: You’re very wise, Taratuta. You don’t know 
your own value. 


9 

[The train comes tn^ and yurkevich goes towards the 
door, LIDA enters. She is dressed in a leather jacket^ with a 
revolver at her belt, "I 

yurkevich: Lida! At last! Oh, if you only knew how I’ve 
been longing for you, dearest. \Takes her by the hand,'\ 
I thought I’d never live to see you. I’m very ill, I can 
hardly walk. 

LIDA [kissing Aw] : My poor boy, you look so miserable. . . . 
Your ears are as pale as wax. Wait, though, I’ve brought 
you a chicken, you’ll have something nice to eat. 

yurkevich: Thank you, Lida, it’ll all be much easier now 
you’ve, come home. I’ll soon get better when you’re with 
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me. I’ve hardly ever had dinner. I’ve lived on tea mostly, 
lida: Oh, but I have to go away again for a long time. 
yurkevich: Go away again? Where? 
lida: To the front. The Whiteguards have occupied the Don. 
We’ll have to fight Wrangel and his troops — for the 
Dnieper, for the Don coal, for the Don wheat, for our 
freedom. The war isn’t over yet, my dear. 
yurkevich: But you’re a woman, Lida. Are there no sol- 
diers at the front then? 

lida: I’m a Communist, Alexei. That means I’m a soldier, 
too. The Party calls me and I must go. It’s as simple and 
inevitable as death. 

yurkevich: It’s always the Party, the Party. . . . The 
Party swallows up your personality, your will, your love. 
This is compulsion, not freedom. 
lida: You’re an anarchist, Alexei. Your anarchism, your 
mysticism must have driven you into a blind alley long 
ago, haven’t they? There was a time when you yourself 
wrote that the individual should be reborn in society. 
yurkevich: That’s all dialectics, Lida. But for us there is 
only one judge — our own hearts, and if our hearts are 
silent. . . . 

LIDA \sei%tng his hands im'pulswely '\ : To think that you— 
you — should say such a thing to me! If I say nothing 
about my love, and I never do say anything, must it mean 
— oh, well, I can’t talk about that. After all, I’m a 
woman. I have my moments of weakness, too. It isn’t so 
easy you know, to keep step with men — ^and what men 
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— in terrible times like these. Sometimes I feel I would like 
to rest, you know, and throw ojff this leather jacket and 
all the dirt that Fve got on myself, travelling in freight 
cars. For you our love is only an episode, while for me 
it’s a great joy. And I am obliged to give it up, to re- 
nounce it of my own accord, and face hardship and depri- 
vation and perhaps even death, and to part from you for 
a long time, perhaps for ever. And just at a time like this, 
when my heart is bleeding, you are thinking only of your- 
self. [Covers her jace with her handsel 

yurkevich: Lida! My dearest Lida! 

lida: Never mind . . , I’ll get over it in a moment. There 
now — ^it’s passed. Go along, dear. I’ll come right away. 
Give me your handkerchief, I haven’t got one. 

10 

[Several railway workers come in. Among them we recognize 
CHEREVKO, the secretary of the Party localy and others. 
There are also three or four wome^i — the wives of railway 
workers. OLYA is one of them. They sit down moodily on 
the benches. It is a meeting 

2ND woman: Not a scrap of bread, and a meeting every day. 
Call that freedom? 

1ST woman: You said it! I wish I’d never set eyes on such 
things. 

3RD woman: They’re going to do a bit more coaxing today, 
I suppose. 
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2ND woman: Pff. [Sfits contemptuously 

secretary: Sh-Sh! Comrades, we’ve got to consider a very 
important question today. An order’s just been re- 
ceived. ... 

2ND woman: There are orders every day, and never a scrap 
of bread. 

1ST railwayman: You’d better tell us why our pay’s been 
stopped. 

3RD railwayman: That’s right. What do you call that, not 
giving us our pay? 

1ST woman: Looks like they want us to die of hunger. Po- 
tatoes cost five thousand rubles and the children are swol- 
len with hunger. 

YAn uproar ensues 

secretary: Order, order! Be a bit quieter, comrades. Let 
me say what I have to say. It’s very serious. Wages have 
been stopped for the present, but we’ll be getting bread in 
a few days. Tomorrow we’re going to distribute potatoes. 

2ND woman: It’s all lies! They haven’t any potatoes. He’s 
lying. 

secretary: Silence! It’s plain to see, comrades, that discip- 
line’s very slack amongst us. You must remember, com- 
rades, that we’re on duty, we can’t desert our posts. Rail- 
wsymen are just the same as soldiers now. We hold trans- 
port and communications in our hands. We ought tu be 
ready to lay down our lives for the dictatorship ot the 
proletariat. Instead of that, what do we see, actually.' We 
see the engine-drivers and stokers deserting the trains and 
making off to the village and the town. Now, if you do that, 
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who is to drive the military trains, comrades? Here’s the 
order we’ve just received today — “two drivers to be se- 
lected at once for special military trains.” 

ist railwayman: Where are they bound for? 

secretary: We don’t know. It’s a secret. 

\^An ufroar follows, 

voices: Don’t think we’re such fools as that! We’re not go- 
ing to be fools any more. No bread, no money — ^it’s a nice 
state of things. 

Who’s going to break his neck for you, eh? With the 
bridges smashed up and the roadbed ruined, and the sta- 
tions burnt down, and on top of that — not to know where 
the train’s bound for! 

And the enemy shooting at you from every wood. We 
know all about it. 

secretary: Comrades! Listen to me! What do we see, what 
is the actual situation right now? The dictatorship of the 
proletariat is fighting for the workers to get the upper 
hand. Do you mean to say that at a time like this. . . . 

TWO RAILWAYMEN [rising to show their disapfroval and 
going toward the door'\ : It’s your government — so you do 
the work. 

CHEREVKO [jumping up from his place and coming forward 
qmckly~\\ Comrades! Comrades! Aren’t you ashamed? 
You’re workers yourselves — ! Look at your hands — 
coarsened and blackened with oil and soot and hot steam, 
and handling jacks and drills, hammers and wrenches. 

’ Wasn’t it for us, then, that the workers of St. Petersburg 
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and Moscow and Tula fought for freedom and drove out 
Yudenich, Denikin and Pedura? And can it be that after 
all this, after all the efforts and sacrifices that have been 
made, we are going to betray the Revolution and the 
cause of the working class? Every day thousands of Com- 
munists, thousands of workers are giving up their jobs and 
their families to go to the front to fight for our freedom, 
and we — ^we — are actually going to hold up the trains 
and desert the engines. IM have spat in the eye of anyone 
who told me such a thing about you. Here am I, an old 
man, never left the engine for twenty-two years. I take 
any grade, tear along any track, no matter what state it’s 
in. Can it be that now, when the Party calls us to batde, 
when Comrade Lenin says that Wrangel must be crushed 
at all costs. I’ll desert my engine? 

secretary; No, of course, not. You’re a Party member. 
There’s no comparison. 

CHEREVKo: Yes, I’m a member of the Party, a Communist 
— ^that’s true, comrades. But aren’t we all workers, just 
the same? After all, the only difference between us is that 
I’ve got to keep ahead. I’ve got to be where there’s most 
danger and most work. All right, then. I’ll drive this 
train, the one that’s going on a secret route, but there’ll 
be other trains. They’ve got to be looked after, too, com- 
rades. 

2ND RAILWAYMAN \_getting uf'] : Oh, well, we’ll come along. 

CHEREVK.O: Vassili Ivanovich! — ^I knew you wouldn’t let me 
down. I won’t forget it. 

3RD RAILWAYMAN \sianitng uf\: Well, .then, blast your 
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soul, I’m coming too. We’ll get somewhere sometime. 

CHEREVKO: Prokofyevich, old chap! That’s the stuff. 

3RD WOMAN \s fringing uf from her seat] : What! You’ve 
gone clean off your head, you old fool! Ivan Prokofye- 
vich! You were wanting to go to town tomorrow. 

3RD RAILWAYMAN \_wavmg her aside] : Hold your tongue 
and don’t bother me, wife. 

2ND woman: They’ve let this anarchist talk them round, 
the poisonous old devil! 

[There is a stir and the meeting becomes noisy,] 

taratuta [springing up] : Aye, you’ve given my soul such 
a shaking up — ^it’s humming like an engine. I’ll go with 
you, comrades, take me on as a stoker, at least. I’ll learn 
the job somehow. I’ve got a car, too. Will you take me 
with you. Comrade Cherevko? 

CHEREVKO : Why not? Only — ^you heard what we said, com- 
rade, our destination is a dead secret. We don’t know 
where we’re going, nor when we’ll come back. And we’ll 
have to drive at top speed. 

taratuta: Why, I couldn’t ask for anything better. It’ll 
suit me fine! All I want is to hear the wind whistling 
in my ears — ! Pouff — ^and away, you don’t know 
where! 

cherevko: Well, then everything’s all right. I am not sure 
about bread, but as for wind, there’ll be plenty of it in 
your ears. 

[The people stand up and begin to drift outy grumbling to 
one another,] 

voices: That old Cherevko’s a regular nuisance. Knows how 
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to get a hold on a workingman’s soul, and hangs on till 
he gets what he wants. 

Yes, he knows how to get a hold on you; he can lift you 
up all right! He doesn’t have to use a jack either. 

II 

[They all move iowari the exit. OLYA goes uf to her hus- 
band^^ 

olya; When are you going? 

CHEREVKo: Today, maybe, Olya. 

olya: For a long time? 

CHEREVKO : I don’t know, Olya. I should think it’ll be for 
a long time. 

olya: Seryozha’s sick. . . . There’s no money. How can I 
manage here alone with the children? I can hardly get 
about myself. 

CHEREVKO: It can’t be helped: you’ll have to manage some- 
how, Olya — ^you can see there’s a war on. 

[All the feofle leave the roomS\ 

KARFUNKEL [entering at this moment\ : All the trains arc 
going either east or north or south. There are no trains 
going westward to Europe. Alle tausend! Am I not master 
of time? Why then does it slip past me and not obey 
my will? The Revolution has broken my watch, and 
confused time and its laws, which I, I alone studied and 
understood. Revolution has introduced her own time and 
this time works only for them and laughs at me and my 
power. Ah, if only it were possible to stop their clocks, 
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as they stopped mine. [^The station clock strikes twelve, 1 
Salbaderei! [Climbs on a chair and stop the clock.l Stop, 
you cursed clock! No more of your idle chattering. 

[A COMRADE from the Revolutionary Committee comes in 
and catches sight of KARFUNKEL.] 

COMRADE : That’s the man, surely. Listen, comrade, what are 
you doing with that clock? 

KARFUNKED [without climbing down from the chair\ : Eh? 
With this clock — what am I doing? Nothing. It is no 
concern of yours. 

comrade: Yes, it’s the very man, the German. I’ve been 
looking for you, comrade. You’re the German engineer, 
aren’t you? [Looks in his notebook Kar-kar-fun- 
ker? 

KARFUNKEL [jumfing down from the stooV\ : No, not Kar- 
funker but Karfunkel. . . . Aber was wollen Sie von 
mir? What is it you want? 

comrade: Splendid! Let’s go to the Revolutionary Com- 
mittee. We’ve got work for you to do. 
karfunkel: Work? What work? I cannot work. 
comrade: Oh, but this is grand work, and in your own 
special line, too. We’re drawing up a plan for the restora- 
tion of industry. In a word, you’ll see for yourself. Let’s go. 
karfunkel: I can’t — I am going away. 
comrade: We shall provide you with a flat, fuel, a full 
ration: flour, sugar, meat, bread, fat, shoelaces, and a 
free pass to the theatre every day. 
karfunkel [irritably'] : Salbaderei! What do I want with 
flour and a theatre when I have told you I am going 
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away. I must be home the day after tomorrow. In Hei- 
delberg. 

comrade: You must be crazy. Who^s going to let you go 
abroad now? There aren’t any trains, 

KARFUNKED \_siuhbornly~\ : I must go. I shall wait. 
comrade: What a queer chap! Well, but while you’re wait- 
ing, you might as well be working. 
karfunkel: Salbaderet! Idle talk! I cannot risk missing 
the train. I shall await my time. 
comrade: He’s a bit cracked, that’s certain. Do you mean 
you’re going to wait at the station for three months? 
Without eating an5rthing? 

karfunkel: Month or year — ^I didn’t count. I told you 
I must go — und Punktum* I await my train and that is 
all. [The whistle of a steam-engine is heard*] Aha, a 
train. [Goes towards the door.] * A ti'ain. 
comrade: Yes, he’s definitely cracked. [Goes out.] 

12 

LUNDISHEV [coTTies in^ shivering with cold] : There’s not 
a scrap of bread anywhere, not a scrap. Oh, and I’m so 
hungry. I hardly know what to do with myself. down 
on a bench.] Oh, for a warm, cosy room, the table laid 
with a white cloth and the cheerful candlelight playing on 
the china, the silver and cut-glass. And on a silver dish 
in the centre of the table, a steaming pullet garnished with 
truffles. Crisp golden potatoes, ruby-red wine. But never 
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mind about the pullet. Td be glad of an ordinary chicken, 
a fat chicken with macaroni and cucumbers. Oh, IM give 
anything in the world for it. 

[Three or four food’-smugglers enter ^ carrying sacks filled 
to burs ting, 1 

1ST smuggler: Phew, I could hardly get here, blast it! 

2ND smuggler: Never mind, they’ll take half of it off you 
in the train and it’ll be easier to carry. 

1ST smuggler: All right. Let them try. It won’t be 
the first time I’ve given people like that more than they 
bargained for. 

[They all settle down on the benches J\ 

2ND smuggler: It’s not so bad here. Tolerable. You can 
get pretty good terms, and exchange your food profitably. 

. . [Pulls out a big crust of bredd and spreads it with butter 
in a leisurely fashionJ] Two loaves of bread, forty pounds 
of peas and three pounds of butter, in exchange for a 
gramophone. It’s not so bad. You can still manage to live. 
[Munches his bread,~\ 

1ST smuggler: Pooh, that’s nothing. What do you think I 
got for a trombone? Two pounds of butter and a roast 
chicken. And what a chicken? Dripping with fat, by God! 

2ND smuggler: What the devil did they want with the 
trombone, the fools? 

1ST smuggler: It’s long and twisted, don’t you see, and they 
want to fix it up for a still, and make their own vodka. 
[Takes out the chicken,^ Oo-oh! It’s nearly as good as 
a turkey! 
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LUNDISHEV \jumfmg uf from his seat in excitement] : That’s 
surely one of my White Wyandottes! Look here, sell me 
your chicken, will you? 

1ST SMUGGLER \with a susficious glance at him ] : This 
chicken? Any idea how much a chicken costs now- 
adays? 

LUNDISHEV : You’re the man who’s selling it, you name your 
price, 

1 ST smuggler: Fifty thousand. 

LUNDISHEV {hornfieSP ^ ; What, fifty thousand rubles for a 
chicken! You mean to say you want fifty thousand for 
a chicken! 

1ST smuggler: Yes, for a chicken, of course. What did you 
think it was for — ^an elephant? Just you look at it, though. 
Dripping with fat. Well, give us forty thousand, then. 

LUNDISHEV: Forty thousand! And to think that at one time 
I could afford to give a whole sackful of gold — twenty 
thousand gold rubles for a marvellous Parisian chicken. 

. , . And now? 

1 ST smuggler: Well, I’ll take thirty thousand then and to 
hell with you. 

LUNDISHEV: Look here, take this ring instead. 

1ST SMUGGLER \jiuhiously] \'h ring? Is it gold? 

LUNDISHEV: Of course it’s gold. And it’s set with an emer- 
ald. For a stone like that you could buy three thousand 
chickens like yours. 

1ST smuggler: Three thousand chickens! You don’t say! 
What a son of a bitch! It’s a green stone, I see. Well, the 
hell with you — ^take the bird. 
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LUNDISHEV [taking the chickeii\i Give me a little bit of 
bread as well, will you? 

1ST SMUGGLER [handing him a big crust\ \ Here you are. 
It’s plain to see you haven’t had a meal for a long time, 
old fellow. — 

LUNDISHEV: So I’ VC got the chicken! The costliest chicken 
I’ve ever bought in my life. . . . [Hugs it to his breast.'\ 
And now — -I’ll eat — ^and eat! [Goes out^l 

13 

\_A bell rings. The train is coming in. The jood-smugglers 
rush out on the flatjorm. lida and yurkevich affear 
once more. ‘I 

LIDA [hurriedly "I : Well, goodbye, Alexei. 

fURKEViCH: What! Must you go today? Now? 

lida: You heard what they said — that there was to be a 
special military train, I’m being sent by the political de- 
partment to the Southern Front. I’ve got to go as soon 
as possible. 

ruRKEViCH: So I’ll be alone again. . . . My dreams are 
all ruined once more. 

lida: Don’t torment me, Alexei. . . . [Kisses him on the 
brow, "I You chose the wrong time to fall in love with me, 
my de^r. This isn’t the sort of love you want. 

ruRKEViCH: Yes, you’re not the quiet bird of domestic bliss, 
the golden dream I’ve been looking forward to all these 
years, like a child to a Christmas tree. Only a fool like 
myself could have mistaken for calm, quiet gold your 
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glittering feathers, the feathers of the fiery bir4 of revo' 
lution, . . . And how painfully I scorched myself on 
those flaming wings. Well, goodbye. \Turns away^l 

14 

\_Enter cherevko, taratuta, the commissar oj the mi- 
litary train and olya. karfunkel is seen standing afart 
jrom the rest,\ 

LIDA \to olya]; Olya, do look after him for me, please. 
Take care of him, won’t you? 

olya: Don’t worry, Lida, I’ll do all I can. 

commissar: So you’re oflF, comrade? 

CHEREVKo: Yes, I’m ready. 

commissar: Its destination is to be kept a dead secret. 

CHEREVKO : That’s understood. 

commissar; You’re to drive at top speed. 

CHEREVKO: Right you are! 

taratuta: That’s the style! 

commissar: You’ll be on duty all the time — ^without a break. 
No men to relieve you. When you’ll return, I can’t tell. 
What state the line is in — ^is unknown. 

CHEREVKO; But the goal is well known, Comrade Commis- 
sar, it’s — Socialism. 

commissar: Right. And all our strength and time must be 
devoted to reaching this goal. It’s a pity we’ve so little 
time, though. [Glances uf at the clockJ] 

CHEREVKO: Never mind, we’ll force time to work for us, 
too. 
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TARATUTA \_enthusiastically^ : He’ll do .that. Comrade Com- 
missar, you can be sure! He’s a great hand at that. A 
regular master — a master of time you might call him. And 
I’m an apprentice. 

KARFUNKEL [afari\ : Salbaderei! I alone am the master of 
tune! 

commissar: Well, now you’re o£F. \Shakes hands with 
CHEREVKO,] 

CHEREVKo: For the cause of the working class! Goodbye, 
• Olya. Everything will be all right. Don’t worry, we’ll see 
each other again. 

lida: Goodbye, Alyosha. [Kisses yurkevich.] 

TARATUTA: Goodbye, old chap, don’t take things too hard. 
We’ll catch time by the tail — and home again. And now, 
look out, we’re off, hell bent for leather! 

[They all go off. Only YURKEVICH remains. He sinks down 
on a chair by the table and buries his face in his hands. 
The whistle of the engine is heard. Then the train fuffs 
out,'] 
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1929. The scene is the same station^ 
which is noWy however y quite unrecog- 
nizable. The old one-storied building 
has practically disappeared. All that re- 
mains of it is one side wally which the 
builders have not yet had time to pull 
dowfiy and behind which rises the tall 
mass of the new station. This is com- 
plete hut is still hidden by- s caff aiding y 
which only allows the top of the fagade 
with the big station clock to be seen. The 
clock is just being wound and set to 
rights by a clock-maker and his assist- 
ant who are seen on the scaffolding. 
Building operations are not yet over. 
Although the walls are adorned with 
garlands and red streamers with slogans y 
and although it has been swept and 
cleanedy barrels of cementy ladderSy 
buckets and lime-kilns are to be seen 
everywhere. The gay streamers are in-* 
scribed with the following greeiingSy in 
letters of gold: “1929 — Welcome to 
Engine-Driver CHEREVKO, a bold and 
tireless fighter for Socialism a 7 id our deU 
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egate to the. Fifth All-Union Congress 
of SovietsP^ ^^Long live the Five-Year 
Flan for Socialist Reconstruction^* 

I 

[There is a sharf ring at the station bell and the station be- 
comes busy. Belated workers dash about clearing away 
shades y buckets y and rolls of wire. The station-master 
hurries fast. He is met by the secretary of the Party localy 
who comes along fastening his jacket and straightening 
himself uf on the way. Then from every side the railway- 
men rush uf. Among them we see vassili Ivanovich, 
IVAN TERENTYEVICH, and Other faces familiar to us. They 
are followed by the musicians of the rmlway band.f 

SECRETARY [without stoffingl : Hurry up, comrades, hurry 
up; the train’ll be here in twenty minutes. 

STATION master: And where are we to meet him? 

secretary: At the station, where I said. Where’s Vassili 
Ivanovich? Now where’s that fellow got to? He has to 
make a speech. . . . 

VASSILI IVANOVICH : Here I am. No need to get into a sweat, 
Peter Mikhailovich. 

secretary: Oh, it’s all right for you to talk about not get- 
ting into a sweat. Why haven’t you cleared away all those 
barrels? I told you yesterday, didn’t I? 

[The Bandmaster y a Czech 7%amed henn, comes 

BANDMASTER henn: Where’s the trombone? Where’s that 
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lazybones got to, eh? Run off to the market again, 
very likely, 

SECRETARY [coLUng out to the men on the scaffoldingl: 
Good God, they’re still pla3dng about with that clock! Do 
you want to disgrace me or what? I asked you to do it 
on .time, Rabinovich. 

WATCHMAKER {^calling down from the scafoldmgl : Don’t 
upset yourself, Peter Mikhailovich. Everything’s ready. 
It’s a grand clock! A regular beauty! You wouldn’t see 
a clock like it even in Zhmerinko. It’s not a clock, it’s 
music. 

secretary: Oh, yes, what about the music? Good thing you 
reminded me. See you don’t let us down. Comrade Henn. 
As soon as the train comes in, the whole band should strike 
up as one man, without a moment’s delay. Not like it was 
on May day, when only half of them were playing, all the 
basses going goo-goo-goo, and no proper music at all. It 
shows you’re cut off from the masses and there’s no prop- 
er leadership. 

bandmaster henn \^gloomdy\ : I know my job ,all right. 
But is it my fault if the cornet stopped all of a sudden? 

cornetist: And is it my fault if the notes aren’t written 
correctly? It said “stop” and I stopped. 

secretary: That’s what I’m sayings there were plenty of 
notes, but no music. Anyhow, see you don’t let us down, 
Comrade Henn. 

BANDMASTER HENN: All right. I know my job, I hope. 

\At that moment the cluckinz of a hen is heard from some-- 
where J\ 
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SECRETARY [astonished'] : Whatever’s that? Where’s the 
hen? 

BANDMASTER HENN [furtously]: Someone’s trying to make 
fun of me. Who is it? 

secretary: Nothing of the kind, Comrade Henn, it’s just 
your imagination, 

BANDMASTER HENN: Just imagination? But I heard it quite 
plainly. 

2 

[At this moment a vigorous outburst of clucking is heard> 
General astomshmenty then everyone laughs. 

secretary: What’s all this? Where’s the hen? Comrade 
Henn, do something about it, can’t you. We can’t have 
this sort of thing; it’s a disgrace. 

bandmaster henn [furiously] : I won’t allow people to 
make fun of me! Who brought this hen here? 

secretary: Oh, it’s nothing like that, Comrade Henn. No- 
body did it on purpose, I’m sure. We didn’t do it, anyhovr. 

[The dueling grows louder. Another musiciany the trom-- 
bone flayer^ runs in breathlessy dives under the couch and 
drags out a basket,] 

trombone player: Excuse me, Comrade Henn, but this is 
mine. It’s Sunday today, you know, a big market-day, so 
I bought her on the way. Two rubles. Now then, less of 
the clucking, you. 

bandmaster henn: Clear out of here this very minute, you 
blackguard! Fancy trying. to conduct with folks like these. 
A trombone player into the bargain! 
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TROMBONE PLAYER: I’ll just give this to my wife and then 
I’ll be back right away. [Runs 

\LaughterJ\ 

secretary: I told you it was leadership that was lacking. 
This isn’t a band you’ve got, Comrade Henn, it’s just a 
hen-coop. 


3 

[yurkevich enters. Although he is 7iow jorty-^two and his 
black curly hdr is flecked with grey y he looks very hand- 
some and assured* He is well-groomed and smartly- 
dressedy and carries an expensive looking brief-case* After 
looking about him in surfriscy he goes uf to the (secre- 
tary.] 

yurkevich: Good morning, Comrade. Would you mind 
telling me what’s going on here? Are you seeing someone 
off, or welcoming someone, perhaps? 
secretary: Welcoming, comrade, welcoming one of our old 
employees, an engine-driver. He’s a delegate to the Fifth 
Congress of Soviets and a shock-brigader. Now he’s been 
awarded a decoration. There was a piece in the paper 
about him — ^Engine-driver Cherevko is his name. 
yurkevich: Cherevko! Andrei — ^Andrei Trofimovich! 

What, is he still on the go? 
secretary: Why, do you know him? 
yurkevich: Of course I do. I lived in this town of yours 
for many years. Ah, how much I suffered in this very 
station. Oh, and by the way, where is it? [Looks 

404 



MASTERS OF TIME 


Act IV 


about The walls are new, and the clock is new . . * 
scaffolding everywhere. Everything is changed. . . . 
secretary: We’re building a new station, comrade, a real 
first-rate one; we’re going to open it soon. 
vurkevich: Yes, you wouldn’t know the place. [Glancing 
about.l And to think that once in this very place. . . . 
But it’s a long time ago. ... I haven’t been here for 
eight years. 

secretary: No? You don’t say so? And who, if you’ll ex- 
cuse my asking, might you be? 
yurkevich: I’m Yurkevich, the writer. You may have 
heard of me, perhaps? 

secretary: Yurkevich? Why, yes, of course, I’ve read your 
books. Yurkevich, yes. [A side, 1 Never heard of him. 
[Several men are seen carrying in a long^ coffin'dike box. 
Behind them comes a joreigndooJdng man in a howler 
hat,^ 

SECRETARY {rushing at the bearers'\ : What’s that? Where 
do you think you’re going? Back with you! You must 
have gone dean out of your heads! What a time to start 
dragging coffins about! 

ONE OF THE MEN: But it has to go by this- train. 
secretary: Then why do you come butting in here for? 
Go back! 

{The coffin is carried out, ’I 
yurkevich: What is it? Somebody died, or what? 
secretary: The louts! Such a time to start dragging cof- 
fins in and out. It’s a landowner who lived hereabouts, 
one of those ex-counts, you know, a poultry-breeder. 
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yurkevich; Oh, that must be Lundishev, surely. Is he dead? 

So — we meet once more. . . . 
secretary; He died way back in 1925. But his brother — 
from Paris I think it is — ^asked to be allowed to take the 
body there. Let him, if he wants to, that’s what I 
say. We don’t grudge anyone their fill of that kind of 
goods. 

yurkevich: So he’s dead. Queer old chap he was. And he 
didn’t live to see his Princess Bulbul-el-Ghazar, after all. 
secretary; Beg pardon, what was that you were saying? 
yurkevich; Oh, nothing. I was just thinking. Tell me, you 
didn’t happen to know — a. — a, comrade — called — Zvantse- 
va — ^Lida Zvantseva, did you? 

secretary; Zvantseva? — Lida? Of course. She was a grand 
fighter — ^not another like her. She fought on every front 
against Denikin and Wrangel, and in Central Asia. Yes 
— ^who doesn’t know Lida Zvantseva, I wonder? I think 
I can hear the telephone again. Perhaps it’s a telegram. 
Go and see what’s up, Ivan Terentyevich, will you? 
yurkevich [hardly able to control his agitational ; She was 
a grand fighter? Then she must be dead. Listen, you didn’t 
finish telling me about Lida Zvantseva. 
secretary: Yes, she was a plucky one, a fighter. Badly 
wounded at Perekop, she was. They had a difiicult time 
saving her. 

YURKEVICH [clutching the secretary’s arml : Saved her, 
did .they? Then she’s still alive? Did you ever see her 
afterwards? 

secretary [lighting a cigarette in a leisurely fashion^ : Who? 
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Lida? Lida Zvantseva, you mean? Why, yes, she lives 
hereabouts. 

VURKEVICh: Here? Lida here? Tell me quick! 
secretary: Yes, she’s the director of the Soviet poultry-farm 
outside the town, on that old Count’s estate. It was all 
preserved, you know : his equipment, hen-houses and every- 
thing — a regular poultry-town, you might call it. It’s a 
pleasure to look at it. 

yurkevich: How extraordinary! To think of Lida^ breeding 
poultry. How can I get to see her, I wonder? 
secretary: She’s about here every day. She’ll be here today 
as well. I hope you’ll excuse me now, I’ve got to go. Come 
along, comrades, the train’ll be in right away, 
YURKEVICH : So that’s where her destiny lay, after her stormy 
life ... on Count Lundishev’s poultry-farm. It’s as if she 
herself was the golden Princess Bulbul-el Ghazar the old 
man was dreaming of but never saw. And what about 
me? 

BANDMASTER HENN! To your places! Keep your teeth on 
the mouthpiece and your fingers on the stops. Quick time, 
march ! 

[All go OUtj excep YURKEVICH.] 

4 

[karfunkee enters. He is unrecognizable. He is wearing a 
smart coat and a felt hat and is carrying a new valise, 1 
yurkevich: Ah, that’s you, Herr Var — ^Var—er— sorry — 
Karfunkel. You’re still here? 
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karfunkel: Oh, it’s H^rr Yurkevich! Yes, I’m still here, 
but today I am leaving. I told you that I am going home 
and must be in Heidelberg the day after tomorrow. I shall 
leave in half an hour. \Ile takes out a s'plendid new gold 
watch.'l My watch is going once more. I wound it again, 
the watch of my life. Die Uhr meines Lebens. I shall be 
in Heidelberg at six-twenty on the thirteenth. So you see 
I was right. Ich hatte RechU 

YURKEVICH \laughm^ ; Yes, but in what year? You told me 
in 1919 and now it’s 1929. There’s a bit of difference — 
ten years. 

karfunkel: Ten years, ten years. Salbadereil You forget 
my lesson. You forget that ten years and half an hour are 
often of equal length in the real measurement of time. 
Ten years. I have crossed them out of my reckoning — 
these ten years of your Revolution. I have my own reckon- 
ing, my own time and I believe only my own watch. 

yurkevich: You are too generous, mdn Herr^ Look out 
or you may make a mistake in your reckoning. But tell 
me, what have you been doing these ten years? Why did 
you not go home sooner? 

karfunkel: Salbaderei! What nonsense! I did not reckon 
at all. This was for me but the half hour my train was late. 
[Takes out of his 'pocket a bundle of letters and tele grams 
But now I am going. [Reads one of the telegrams.^ Every- 
thing is in order. Time serves me again as before. I am 
once more the master of time. 

yurkevich: Yes, but it looks as though things have not gone 
badly with you. Someone told me you were appointed chief 
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engineer somewhere, and had your own car and so on. 
Why didn^t you go home then? 

karfunkel: Why? Why? Because I had to wait. 

yURKEViCH: Where? Here, at the station? 

KARFUNKEL [a little embarassedi ; No — in another — a dif- 
ferent place. 

torkevich: Oh, I see — ^behind bars. Were you — kept — 
there a long time? 

karfunkel: I have told you that I did not count those 
foolish years. [Turns away^ dis'pleased.’\ It is aU past and 
gone, and today I go away. I go to Heidelberg, where I 
shall make at last my wonderful watches. Oh yes. The 
great watchmaker Tobias Reminger is waiting for my 
designs and the day after tomorrow we shall begin work* 
Then — then the world wiU discover what time really is. 
People will know at last why half an hour is sometimes 
so much longer than ten years, and why ten years of old 
age is so different from ten years of youth. But we shall 
change all that. Yes. We shall make time submissive to 
the strong and wise. We, the time experts, we shall reign 
over the earth. Then the world will acknowledge my 
greatness and I shall become famous as the first master of 
time. Farewell, mem Herr^ forever. 

yurkevich: See that you don’t have to come back here yet.. 

5 

[The doors ofen and two workers come in carrying a huge 
crate^ almost all covered with labels in foreign languages, 
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Then lida enters. She is now thirty six years of age and 
looks fadedy rather than old. Her features have softened and 
there is a touch of sadness and wisdom about the lines of 
her mouth,^ 

workers: Here it is. Comrade Director, whole and sound. 
{They set down the crate on the table, ^ Heavy as lead, 
blast it! 

lida: Very well. Now go and get the lorry ready. 

YURKEVICH {starting towards her^ : Lida! {She looks around 
in surfrisey then gives a little cry and runs up to YURKE- 
VICH. He takes her by the hands and leads her forward 
to the front of the stage. They stand like that for a few 
moments y holding each other^s hands. The band is heard 
playing in the distance,] Lida! — To think of meeting you 
here! Lida — can it be you again? You, on this same sta- 
tion, where we lived through so much, suflFered to much. 
When was it? Only yesterday? Or ten years ago? 

LIDA {smiling']: You’re just the same as you were then, 
always at loggerheads with time. . . , 

YURKEVICH: Oh, no. I only try to understand its caprices, 
like Mr, Karfunkel. But tell me all about yourself, my 
dear. {Glances at the crate,] 

lida: You’re surprised? This, my friend, is an incubator. 
We’ve had to send abroad for them so far, but now we’ll 
have a good look at them and learn how to make them 
ourselves. Oh, of course, you don’t know — I’m the direc- 
tor of a Soviet poultry farm. 
yurkevtch: Yes, I heard. 

LiDA:-It is not big enough for us yet. We need at least thirty 
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thousand eggs, and this only givesi us three thousand six 
hundred. But our farm is growing. There is a great future 
in store for the hen, you must know. She is destined to 
feed our workers, and feed them well. Poultry farming 
is the most profitable, and gives the quickest results. . . . 
yurkevich: Like Henry IV, you’re dreaming of a chicken 
in the pot for every family! 

LIDA: Oh, but no Henry in the world ever dreamed of what 
one Soviet farm like ours can produce. Come and see it. 
I’ll show you over our farm, all the incubators, hen-houses 
and brooders. Almost every hen of ours lays from a 
hundred* and fifty to two hundred eggs a year. Just count 
up how much meat and eggs that comes to in a year. It’s 
three hundred and sixty pounds of chicken meat and 
twenty pounds of eggs a year from one hen alone. We 
have fifteen thousand, all good breeds. That means five 
million pounds of meat alone in a year. And this is only 
the “beginning. In two or three years we’ll be able to pro- 
duce two hundred or perhaps three hundred million 
pounds of meat. 

yurkevich; Darling Lida, you’re just the same, bubbling 
over with energy — in peace-time as in war-time. 
lida: You’re laughing at me. . . . Yes, there was a time 
when I fought. I rode all over Siberia, all through Trans- 
Baikal on horseback, and fought Wrangel and Kolchak 
and the Japanese. And now I’m a poultry-keeper, a domestic 
hen, hatching out chickens. . . . [Turns away quickly 
yurkevich: What is it, dear? Surely you don’t think I 
wanted to hurt you? 
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lida; Never mind, tell me about yourself. Oh, yes> of course 
I read about you; you’re a well-known writer now, people 
talk about you and you’re discussed in the papers. . . . 
yurkevich: And they run me down a great deal, too. 
lida; Well, you have to be scolded if you stray from the 
path. Yes. Our paths seem to have led in different di- 
rections. 

YURKEVICH ‘ : You chose yours, yourself, Lida. 

lida: Yes, that’s true. Oh, but I was forgetting. Where is 
my newly arrived beauty? Comrade Taratuta, where are 
you? 

YURKEVICH \^astontshed] \ What, is Taratuta here, too? 
lida: I should think he is. He’s our head-caretaker, garage- 
keeper, and poultry-breeder. 

yurkevich: Do you mean to say Taratuta has turned poul- 
try breeder? Taratuta — ^the terror of all the hens in the 
neighbourhood, the “chicken-pest” — Well, that’s what I 
call a miracle! Taratuta hatching chickens! 

LiDAr Oh, you should see him at it. He takes as much care of 
each one as if he were a nurse. 
yurkevich: And he doesn’t strangle them? 

6 

[taratuta enters at this moment* He is as cheerjid and lively 
as every and is carrying a medium-sized box 'plastered with 
foreign labels,'] 

lida: WeU, teU us, how is she, Taratuta? Has the Princess 
arrived safe and sound? 
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taratuta: \_gaily'\\ Alive! Alive and kicking, that ex-prin- 
cess of ours. She sends you her regards. She’s not of the 
toiling class but we’ll soon turn her into a proletarian and 
a shock-brigader — {^Catches sight of yurkevich.] Bah! 
Who’s this? Comrade Yurkevich, your honour! Well, I 
never! Ha-ha-ha! Well, that’s fate! The world’s full of 
surprises, I declare. 

yurkevich: Taratuta, old chap! [They kiss and shake 
handsel You don’t mean to say you’ve grown serious and 
settled down on the land? 

taratuta: That’s right, Comrade Yurkevich! Settled right 
down like a broody hen on her eggs, as you might say. 
The times aren’t what they were, Comrade Yurkevich. 
Everything in the world’s changed. 
yurkevich: Yes, but you got the upper hand of time, Tara- 
tuta. 

taratuta: There’s no getting the upper hand of time, be- 
lieve me. It goes its own way. You see where it’s brought 
us — ^it’s brought us to building Socialism. 
yurkevich; Well, you fought for it, you rushed out to meet 
it half-way, regardless of whether there was a way or not 
taratuta [enthusiastically^'. Ah, what times those were, 
comrade, what times those were! Do you remember those 
days, comrade director — ^when we were young? How we 
galloped through life, through everything in the world, 
like through a steppe, without thinbng of time or roads 
or our heads. Only the wind whistling in our ears and the 
years whizzing by. Eh, when I think of it now, it fairly 
takes my breath away. 
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LIDA: Yes. . . . Those were memorable years ... it all 
seems like a fairy-tale now. 

yurkevich: But we can’t gallop on for ever, Taratuta. 
We’ve got to arrive sometime. That’s why the Revolution 
was made, so that we’d be able to set to work and build 
afterwards. Otherwise it’ll turn out as that renegade Bern- 
stein said: ^^The strife is everything, the aim is nothing.’^ 
As much as to say: the only thing is to keep on travelling. 

TARATUTA \^sighmg\ \ Yes, it is like that, Comrade Yurke- 
vich, but still, when you come to think of it — what I was 
then and what I’ve come to! Aye, how I galloped through 
fields and across mountains, how many hens I’ve run over 
in my time, and now I’m like a sitting hen myself; I hatch 
out chickens in an incubator . . . sitting on the eggs like 
the commonest old hen you ever saw. 

yurkevich: It’s a judgment on you, Taratuta, for all the 
hens you’ve sent to their death. 

LIDA {laughmgl • That’ll do, Taratuta. Show me our prin- 
cess now. 

yurkevich: What princess? Good heavens, not a real. . . . 

taratuta; Ex-princess, if you don’t mind, Comrade Direc- 
tor. \He removes the front of the box and sets it on the 
table.'] Well, my lady, it’s a good thing for you, you didn’t 
get in my way ten years ago! You’d be lying with your 
toes turned up to the daisies, and that would be the end 
of you. 

LIDA flaughing] : Oh, and what a beauty she is. Look, 
Alexei, look. Isn’t she wonderful! 

yurkevich: It’s a hen! 
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lida: Why, yes, of course. It’s our Princess Bulbul-el- 
Ghazar, do you remember? 

yurkevich: You don’t mean to say! . . . 

LI0A: Do you remember how you once preferred a hen to 
me? Well, and now? 

yurkevich: And now you’re paying me back in the same 
way. 

lida: Take it as you like. Oh, what a lovely thing she is! 
Look what feathers, what a chest! And her little head 
gleams like burnished gold. 

yurkevich: But can this be the same Princess Bulbul-el- 
Ghazar the Count was longing for? 

taratuta: The cx~Count, Comrade Yurkevich. 

lida: Well, he certainly knew a thing or two about hens, 
that can’t be denied. I sent to Paris for her and found her. 
Oh, we didn’t get her cheap, I can tell you. We pro-bably 
paid no less for her than the Count was ready to pay at 
one dme — Soviet rubles, of course. 

taratuta: JEx-y Comrade director. 

lida: What ^^ex,” Taratuta? 

taratuta: The ex-Count, I say. 

yurkevich: Yes, he’s certainly “ex” now, Taratuta. He’s 
dead. How strange that they should be putting his coflSn 
into the train just as they’re taking out the crate with the 
hen he dreamed of possessing. So this is how he met his 
princess in the end. 

taratuta: Ah, was it him they were dragging out just 
now? That’s funny! 

yurkevich: So the hen comes on the scene once more, but 
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not across my path this time. And to think how many 
times she^s flown, ducking, into my life. Well, are you 
satisfied with your hen, Lida? 

LIDA: I should think I am. She’ll be the progenitress of a 
new breed. . . • Do you know how many eggs she lays 
a year? Three hundred. An egg a day, almost. Now 
reckon it up. At that rate in ten years her descendants will 
be suflScient to feed a whole republic. Oh, you beauty, you 
goldeh beauty! 

taratuta: Now see that you meet us half-way, ex-princess! 
Do you hear? It’s your public duty. This isn’t Paris. Do 
your best. Well, I’m going. \Picks uf the cage and goes 
towards the dooY^'\ 

lida: Carry it out . . . we’re coming. . . . 

7 

\_At this moment a little girl ,ojf about eight years old runs 
Uf to YURKEVICH.] 

LITTLE girl: Daddy! Daddy! Oh, here you are. We’ve 
been loohng for you everywhere. Mama’s in the garden 
waiting. 

LIDA \the words die on her Ups. She is struck duimh^ : So. . . 
you . . . you’re married? This is your little girl? 

{ YURKEVICH stares at the ground and does not reply. A long 
pause follows.^ 

YURKEVICH: I’ll . . . be back ... in a minute. [To the 
chUd.'^ Wait here, Ninochka. I’ll be back in a moment. 

. . . Sit here with auntie. [Hurries out.^ 
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LIDA [fassing her hand over her brow\ : Married . . • a 
long time, , . . 

[yf fause, , . , Music can be heard in the distance 

LIDA \^dr awing the child to her^\ : His little girl. , , , How 
old are you, little one? 

LITTLE girl: Eight. 

lida: Eight. Eight years old. . . . Nine years ago I was 
young and was loved by him, and I renounced that love. 
Nine years I gave to the Revolution. . . . [Draws the 
child to her and Idsses her passionately 

8 

[taratuta breaks in noisily upon the senument of this 
scene, 1 

taratuta: Ready, Comrade Director? Let’s go. Every- 
thing’s in order. Come on. \^Looks at lida attentively for 
a moment, '\ What’s up. Comrade Director? Looks as 
though your headlights had been sweating. Aha ... so 
that’s how it is, is it? Been remembering old times. You 
feel sorry you haven’t a little girl like that? Oh, that’s all 
rubbish. 

LIDA [wiping her eyes\ : Never mind, Taratuta, it’s over now. 

taratuta: Yes, and to tell the truth, where would you find 
a little girl like that? Yurkevich is a nice chap, a terribly 
decent chap, but he’s not our sort — he’s an outsider when 
all’s said and done. To put it plainly, one of the rotten 
intelligentsia. You did right to throw him over then. Now 
you can see for yourself. 
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LIDA: That’s true, Taratuta, very true. Time is the great 
judge of all. It judges people by their services and shows 
each his proper place. My place is here, and his. . . . 
Goodbye, child. [^Kisses the child once moreJl Run away 

now. . . . 


9 

\At that moment a woma^i^s voice is heard calling ^^Nmochka^ 
NinCy where are youP^ SOPHIA PETROVNA comes in* 
Her affearance is still more 'pronounced than it used to 
bsy and it must be admitted that SOPHIA PETROVNA has 
begun to assist nature a little to preserve her fading youth.'l 

SOPHIA PETROVNA: You’re disobeying me again, you naughty 
girl? Mamma’s worried to death, looking for you every- 
where, while you. . . . Where’s your daddy? [yurke- 
VICH comes in*} Oh, there you are at last. Where ever 
have you been? I’ve spent about two hours searching the 
station for you. 

yurkevich: But I’ve been here all the time. I only went 
out for a minute to buy some cigarettes. 

SOPHIA PETROVNA: You Want us to miss the train, all on ac- 
count of your old cigarettes, do you? 

yurkevich: But, my dear, the train won’t be here for an- 
other forty minutes. 

SOPHIA PETROVNA: Oh, you always argue about everything. 
Come along. 

yurkevich: I’ll come in a moment. [Goes up to lida.] 
Well, goodbye. [Takes her by the hand.'] 

SOPHIA PETROVNA: Alexci Semyonovich, I’m going. . . . 
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YURKEViCH \_with a sigh\ : Goodbye, Lida. \Follows sophia 
PETROVNA and. the little girl.] 
taratuta: See that? That’s where his road led him. 

Well. . . . 


10 

VThei'e is a stir on the flatjorm. The bells ring. The train is 
heard in the distance. The noise increases and the band 
strikes uf a marchy ready to welcome the newcomers, A 
moment later the train comes rushing in, CHEREVKO, OLYA 
and the secretary apfeary jolLowed by the resty with the 
excepUon of the handy which remdns playing beneath the 
windows. Cheers and exclamations are heard, lida and 
taratuta go up to CHEREVKO and shake hands with him. 
The SECRETARY makes his speech of welcome y which is 
drowned by the music, 

SECRETARY {^gesticulating violently out of the window at the 
bandl : Not so loud there, blast you, we can’t hear our- 
selves speak. {The music ceases, ^ We have very little 
time, comrades, so I shall only be able to say the most 
important things. Andrei Trofimovich is going away 
again; he’s oif to Dnieprostroy, to other places where con- 
struction is being started, because, comrades, he hasn’t come 
to the end of his run yet and his train goes on and on 
ahead. That run started nine years ago, in 1920, when 
Cherevko rushed his train full of Red troops to the 
front. He didn’t know a single station on the way, he 
didn’t even know when he’d return home. He only knew 
and believed that the road he’d taken was the right one 
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and would lead him to Socialism, So for weeks and months 
on end he overtook the years in a broken engine, and what 
Comrade Cherevko and the Red Army men did at the 
front in those weeks was more than could have been done 
in years. Why? Because they put time in harness and 
bridled it, comrades. ... All those workmen from the 
workshops, the engines, and the mines . . . and forced 
it to serve the Revolution. They got the better of time, 
comrades. They’re masters of time. Now their train is 
going farther. It’s looming from the All-Union Congress 
of Soviets, comrades, where the Five-Year Plan for So- 
cialist Reconstruction was set up — ^the Plan for the sake 
of which, ten years ago, our workers and peasants, the 
masters of the great October Revolution, fought and died. 
So let’s conclude by wishing long life to our best fighter 
and worker, Comrade Cherevko, the constant, reliable 
engine-driver who guided his train through the flames of 
the October Revolution and is taking it ever onwards 
past the milestones of Socialist construction — to Socialism. 

[Cheers and music, karfunkel enters. He looks gloomy 
and depressed and holds a crumfled letter in his 
hand,'] 

cherevko; Thanks, comrades. It’s very good of you. We are 
masters of time, you say? That was a great thing you said 
just now, Peter Mikhailovich. 

karfunkel: Salbaderei! It is their time again, it seems. 
Everything is mined. The watch-works is closed down. 
Reminger has left for Russia. They, not I, it seems, are 
the masters of time. 
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CHEREVKo: Masters of time — ^hm — And true enough, you 
can hardly believe it, when you remember how much we 
managed to do in a short time, in the fighting against the 
Whiteguards. Well, we harnessed time in those days, com- 
rades, and we aren’t letting go of it now. When we were 
shown, at the Congress, a huge map of the Soviet Union, 
with all the works and factories we were to build during 
the period of the Five-Year Plan marked on it With lights 
like glowworms — ^well, I can tell you, comrades, it took our 
breath away. It’s a tremendous scheme. But we know and 
believe that- we shall build all those factories and works 
and power-stations in even less than five years — ^in four, 
in fact. Because, comrades, we got the better of time way 
back in those years at the front, when we fought and died 
for the October Revolution. And if we were able then to 
win in one year what required ten years, then we’ll be able 
now, in four years, to lay .the groundwork for Socialism. 
And we shall, comrades, mark my words, we shall lay it, 
because we know what we are aiming at and we believe 
in our Party, which is leading us on to our goal. 

[Cheers and music, 

karfunkel: Alle tausend! For ten years I have not been 
able to move from this place and now they want to move 
the whole world in four years! 

secretary; Come back quick, Trofimich, We’ll soon have 
the station finished; the clock’s ready and up in its place. 
Look! Grand, isn’t it? 

CHEREVKO [smtLing'l : That’s how it should be, comrades, 
the clock on the job is of first importance. It’s the control, 
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the eye of the Five-Year Plan. It keeps new time now, 
Socialist time, 

LIDA l^going uf to CHEREVKO cmi taking him by the han £\ ; 
Yes, you know, don’t you? You heard at the Congress 
how the millions reckon time. Can you tell us where wc 
made the first notch, where time began for us, 
Cherevko? 

CHEREVKO: With the Five-Year Plan, Comrade Zvantseva. 
icarfunkel: The Five-Year Plan! Salbaderei! Again they 
want to steal my time from me as they have stolen ten 
years of my life, as they have taken away my watchmaker, 
the great watchmaker of Heidelberg. 

LIDA; Well, and what next? 

cherevko: Another Five-Year Plan. If you had only seen 
the breadth, the scale it’s calculated upon, 
karfunkel; Their calculations, their calculations again. For 
what, then, have I given up my ten years? 

LIDA [to cherevko]: Yes, these are our own calculations, 
these are our notches that we have hacked out in history, 
and these notches, these glittering moments have changed 
the face of the earth. We’ve already made these notches, 
Trofimich! We made them in the old days at the front, 
when five years seemed like one short instant to us, and 
was worth a hundred years because in that moment wc 
shook the whole world and changed the face of it. 
karfunkel: She has actually read my thoughts. [Rushes 
up to LIDA.] Aha! It is you who have stolen my great 
idea. You have found out that there is no fixed place for 
an instant in the measurement of time, that it may be 
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either a second or ten years! Ah! Then give me back my 
ten years, the years your Revolution took away from mel 

taratuta: He’s gone clean off his head, this German. Clear 
out of here, citizen! 

LIDA: Wait, don’t touch him, Taratuta. What’s the matter, 
•mein Herr? 

KARFUNKEL Ycomes to himsel]^ looks around^ and f asses his 
hand over his brow. His excitement has died down^ : Never 
mind . . . Salbaderei! I have lost my .time. I have lost 
my watch. 

taratuta: Ah, that’s it, is it? Had his watch pinched. Well, 
these things do' happen. . . . 

KARFUNKEL: For tern years I have been waiting for this 
moment. For ten years I have been dreaming of the time 
when I would go to Heidelberg and make my wonderful 
watches. And when at last the hour has arrived, I re- 
ceive this letter. ... 

lida: Well, and what about it? 

KARFUNKEL: In Germany there is no more science, there 
is no more work for the learned head and the dexterous 
hand. Reminger’s factory, which made the finest precision 
instruments in the world, is now making mouse-traps and 
alarm-clocks for two-marks-twenty-pfennings. 

taratuta: And are they any good? 

KARFUNKEL: And the great Reminger has left for Russia 
to seek work. The damned traitor. Salbaderd! He is going 
to make watches for the Bolsheviks, watches and clocks like 
those of the Five-Year Plan! Oh! [Tears o'Pen his collar. 1 

LIDA: Calm yourself, mein Herr, Our country will be able 
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to appreciate these great craftsmen of yours if they want 
to work honestly. 

karfunkel: Away with you! Never! Give me back my 
time 1 Give me back the instant that I snatched from the 
heart of time and transfixed with the golden nails of my 
will. Ah ! If it is to be so, I shall turn your time back for 
you! Time has neither end nor beginning, it can therefore 
go back. Ah! I shall turn it back twenty years — a hundred 
years! [Whh these words karfunkel rushes towards the 
scaffolding and starts to climb itJ\ 

LIDA: Stop him! He’ll fall! He’s crazy! 

II 

\^At this very moment karfunkel’s shouts are cut shorty 
and ]rom somewhere above comes the thud of a falling 
body. They all run towards the scaffoldingy but are 
stofped half way by the sudden sharp ringing of the sta-- 
tion bell and the appearace of the station master. The 
latter goes up to cherevko, and only taratuta has time 
to scramble up the scaffolding,"] 

STATION master: Time’s up, Andrei Trofimich. The train’s 
ready to leave. 

LIDA: So you’re off, Trofimich? Well, goodbye. 
cherevko: Yes, I’m off, Comrade Zvantseva. First to 
Dnieprostroy, from there to the Nizhni-Novgorod Auto- 
mobile Works, and from there to the Kharkov Engine 
Works. There I’ll very likely stay. Or — no, may be I 
shan’t stay there either. I’d like to go on and on, always 
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ahead, to the Urals and farther. I’d like to go to every 
place where steel-mills are growing up, where the lights 
of the Five-Year Plan glow, where the train of Socialism 
passes. No one can stop it now, no one can turn it back- 
wards, as that queer old German wanted. Yes, and where 
is he, by the way? 

TARATUTA \_coming down the gangway quietlyl :.He’s dead. 

LIDA: Dead? Oh, he can’t be! What are you saying, Ta- 
ratuta? 

[There is a stir^ exclamations are heard on all sides. 1 

TARATUTA: He dropped down there by the clock; must have 
had a heart attack. 

LIDA: How strange! He wanted to stop the clock, to turn 
time back; he evidently believed he could do it, too. He 
knew a great deal about time that we don’t know. 

CHEREVKo; Still, it wasn’t he who got the better of time, 
Lida. We did. 

LIDA: Yes. Because he was saving his knowledge for the pick 
of the craftsmen, while here there are millions of us and 
• we are all masters of time. And because time is only what 
we ourselves put into it, and if we put into it all our enthu- 
siasm and all our will to conquer, it will do for us what 
thousands of years and thousands of clever folk like this 
German cannot do for us. And when aU the brief evan- 
escent pleasures of those who live only for themselves have 
died, we shall still go on living for ever in the toil and hap- 
piness of regenerated humanity. 

CHEREVKO: Well, goodbye, Lida. Goodbye, comrades. We’re 
off. Come along Olya, time’s up. 
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[CHEREVKO^ OLYA and the others get into the train,'] 
TARATUTA ^flinging his caf down on the ground ] : Damn 
it! I feel like chucking all these hens and clearing out tool 
LIDA: Don^t get upset, Taratuta, we’ll go too, some day. 
Look at the great wide road before us! 

CURTAIN 
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